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REAT Euterpe ! I invoke thee ; 
Lend thy pure melodious voice, 
Send me visions to entrance me 
Wherein all men may rejoice. 



Show me now, 'mid tropic wonders, 
'Neath a vault translucent clear, 

All the beauties of creation : 
Muse of Poetry appear ! 

Gracious rose that Queen of music, 
Wrapped her drapery round her feet, 

Raised her arms, the flute upholding, 
(Curved sheath for blossom meet.) 
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Then from every budding finger 
Spread a Palm-branch gracefully, 

In majestic crown of foliage 
Waving ever fitfully. 



Soon the column of her figure, 
As a slender pillar shaft, 

Shot a hundred feet above me 
Where the cooler breezes waft. 



Then I knew the true Euterpe, 
Named Montana from her haunts 

Mid the lofty wooded ranges 
Where the Mountain W/iist/er chsMnis, 



He, ventriloquist of nature, 
Organ-toned, with stop celeste. 

Ringing down the aisles of beauty 
Sprinkled chords from secret nest ;' 
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Clad in vesture dull and sober, 
At his throat a crimson spot, 

E'er deceiving those who seek him, 
Led by "sound where he is not. 



Near him, quivering with feeling, 
Shook the Tremblcur on a spray, 

Overcome by the expression 
Of his brother's mystic lay. 



At my right there glowed a Flame-tree^ 
Laden with its scarlet bloom,, 

Rising from its lace-like foliage 
Like a raging fire in gloom. 



Humming-birds were darting wildly, 

Seizing on the airy life, 
To the emerald-crownfed darlings 

A delight, where food was rife* 
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Then a garnet-throated fairy 
Spread its wings in flower cup, 

Revelling in dew and honey 

Where Wild-plantain yields a sup. 



Jewels still were hovering round me ; 

Topaz, Sapphire, Ruby bright 
Glittered like a web of rainbow, 

Rent in pieces by its flight. 



At my feet a rushing torrent 
Leaped from precipice to glade; 

With one mighty span of crystal 
Fell the foam-WTeathed blue cascade. 



Then it crept 'neath dusky archways, 
Where the clumps of rich Bamboo 

Intertwine fond arms of beauty, 
Bidding no light enter through. 
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Tree-ferns in their tender glory 
Lay reflected in the pool 

Where projecting rocks arrested 
Water's flow with fetters cool; 



And the Akee^s fruity burdens, 
Golden red, with foliage bright, 

Split in flowery petals upwards, 
Mirrored bloom to mirrored sight. 



Wilful stream, still rushing onwards, 
Laving figs and feathery palms. 

Tearing creepers from their rootlets, 
Scorning bonds and dreamy calms; 



Floating down the fallen Thunbergias, 
White, and yellow, silver-grey. 

Lending Bougainvillea's purple 
Contrast with your passing spray : 
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Bathing stems of Oleander, 
Tree-bignonia and Datura, 

Painting Ipomea's glories 
As in Camera-obscura : 



Flowing smoothly thro' the cane piece, 
Hasting onwards to the sea, 

Where enforced and rapid union 
Never more has left it free; 



For it runs into the tangle 

Where fell Mangrove weaves its net, 
And the Sea-grapes base deception 

Crowns the sandy parapet. 



Thirsting at the sight of water, 
Soon I plucked a Calabash; 

The Machete^ the Carib's cutlass, 
Severed it with sharpest gash. 
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Then two perfect cups were ready, 
And I drank the rapid stream 

As it dashed o'er rocky rampart 
In the evening's rosy gleam. 



Oranges were drooping near me, 

Shaddocks to the ground were blown. 

Avocado pears were blushing, 
Cherimoyers tender grown; 



Golden clusters of Bananas, 
And the once Forbidden fruit. 

Bearing marks of thumb and finger 
Pressed by Adam at Eve's suit. 



Sapodilla's luscious syrup, 

Mangoes rouged and in perfection, 
All a forest feast were spreading 

For my palate's keen delection. 
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*. 



Had no stream been gurgling near me 

With its music to decoy, 
I had opened living fountains 

Piercing trunks of Traveller'* s joy. 



For that out-spread fan of palm-leaf, 
Pressed so flat by nature's hand, 

Has revived full many a wanderer 
In a hot and thirsty land. 



At his feet the Yams and Tanniers 
With strong nourishment are rife, 

And the Bread-fruit's fretted ovals 
Are the staff of many a life. 



Watch the after-glow of evening, 
Sending back the hastening stars, 

Steeping earth and sky and water 
In the fiery tint of Mars. 
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What is that dull thud, which crashing, 
Murders creeping life in fall ? 

A thirty-two-pound shot I see, 
A veritable CannonbalL 



Counterfeit of human weapon, 

Hurled from trunk of mighty tree, 

Once a fleshy crimson blossom. 
Now a dumb apostrophe, 



Telling that which ever must be 
As foretold unto the end, 

Though an intervening cycle^ 
Peacefully the strife suspend. 



Now the insect life is waking 
Every grove with thrilling hum; 

Busy world of secret working, 
Regular as pendulum. 
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See above, around, beneath me 
Diamonds flashing in the air. 

As if reeling constellations 
All were dancing in despair; 



Or as if some Angel winging 
His swift way our earth to greet, 

In the sphere-entangled passage 
Brushed the stars about our feet. 



Tiny lamps of nature's trimming, 
Always burning in the dark, 

Ever bearing in deep shadow 
Something of the heavenly spark. 



Cannot we too share your triumphs, 
Lamp-lit temples as we are, 

Drawing our supplies for ever 
From Omnipotence afar? 
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Rising moonbeams' silvery background 
Throws the Palms in strong relief; 

Hearse-like plumes are sadly waving, 
Whispering of a world in grief; 



While adown the satin surface 

Of the Bread-fruit's scolloped leaves 

Runs the light in sliding streamlets, 
And a silver net-work weaves. 



Then across the mighty buttress 
Of a Cotton-tree it falls, 

Missing out the dombd hollows, 
(Cavern types of ancient halls). 



But pursuing all the cordage 
Laced across the giant stem, 

It illumes the grand corolla 
Of the night-expanding gem ; 
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From whose cup of amber petals 
Hangs a heavy tisselled skein, 

While the scent of pure vanilla 
Is exhaled in sovereign reign ; 



Quite extinguishing the fragrance 
Of the Logwood's yellow bloom, 

Of Pimento's spicy berry, 

Borne on boughs of deepest gloom ; 



Or the Nutmeg, hid in trellis 
Of the Mace's scarlet dress, 

When the creamy pulp has parted 
To reveal its loveliness; 



Or the variegated blossom 
Of the Tamarind's shady tree, 

Forest denizens around me, 
Urging their supremacy. 
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Creepers, envious of the Groo-groo, 
With its stately stem and crown, 

Had agreed to hide its beauties 
With a covering of their own, 



Little thinking they had added 
To its fascinating charms 

By the trailing of their tresses, 
And the lacing of their arms. 



'Neath a canopy of foliage, 

Hung with Orchids strange and rare, 
I had let deep sleep overcome me 

In my beauteous forest lair : 



And a dawning streak was rousing 
All the feathered tribes to song 

When Euterpe, beckoning upward, 
Led my steps from out the throng. 
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Food for Gods was there before me, 

Great Cacao Theobromay 
With its rainbow-tinted fruitage, 

And its delicate aroma. 



Through a cable growth of Lianas, 
I was struggling to the light, 

When a snowy sheet of blossom 
Burst like magic on my sight : 



All adown the slope of mountain 
Glittered Coffee's glossy leaf, 

With its fragrant snowy burden 
Turning hope into belief. 



Onward over stumps and rootlets. 
Till a warm and limpid stream 

Came, as messenger of Vulcan, 
To perpetuate my dream : 
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For again .the lost luxuriance, 
I had deemed left far below, 

Now returned upon my vision 
With intensity of glow. 



But again I climbed above it, 
Reached a giant crowned block, 

Undermined in giddy balance 
O'er a precipice of rock. 



WTiile the raging winds of heaven 
Tore the air in rapid gust, 

I looked down on a volcano 
With its scored and chasraed crust. 



Pyramid, once smooth and perfect, 
Shivered now from head to base, 

Rocky portals blithe o er-arching 
Flowered carpet landing-place; 
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Deep abyss, as yet unsounded, 
Spanned by airy bridge of rock ; 

Azure fumes the surface staining, 
^Vhispering of earthquake shock. 



Gazing on these giant forces, 

Oh ! how small the works of man ! 

Yet a greater gulf he bridges 
On the Rock of certain span. 



See that cliff whence panting, snorting, 
Issues steam with maddening leap; 

Sulphur-linM throats of hissing 
Let me peer within the deep. 



Cavern gems of topaz crystal 
Meet my fascinated eye, 

While a bore of fearful blackness 
Sends forth groans perpetually. 
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But aloft, the apex climbing, 
What a scene enraptures sight ! 

Ocean's stillness lies enamelled 
With six islands in the light; 



Those Columbus in his wanderings 
Greeted with such ardent joy 

When despair had nearly vanquished 
All the crew in his employ. 



One on which a yawning crater 
Holds an ever-boiling lake, 

Where no sounds of life are stirring. 
Living echoes to awake; 



And no flower yields its perfume 
Mid the grandeur of the gloom, 

In that elevated region 
But the Plantain's crimson bloom. 
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Other ten, both isles and islets, 
Dimly seen in distance vast, 

Spread a glorious panorama 
For the artistic mind's repast 



Whence proceed these crested Edens, 

Basking in a tropic sleep. 
While the Orinoco's current 

Curls the neighbouring ocean's deep? 



Did the breaking up of fountains 
Hurl Atlantis with her freight 

To the slimy depth of waters 
With their overpowering weight. 



And yet leave above the surface 
Tell-tale mounts and wooded peaks. 

That man yet may trace the ridges 
If with diligence he seeks ; 



EUTERPE MONTANA. 1 9 

And find links connecting history 
Of the East with all the West, 

Works and legends, graven pictures, 
In the self-same garments dressed? 



See that stone of ancient value. 
Prostrate now in Rutland Vale, 

Sacrificial in its uses, 

If we trust the current tale. 



On its surface is engraven 
An Egyptian cast of face 

In a pyramid as framework ; 
Then in necklet form we trace 



Sundry globes adorned with crosses 
Floating round the central head. 

Three above, and five beneath it. 
With a grooved connecting thread. 
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If 'tis true that reefs are rising, 

May not man eventually 
Tread again a broad Atlantis 

When there shall be no more sea? 



Change on change I see around me, 
Only One who changeth not, 

Who through ages ever guiding, 

Gleams of light through shadows shot. 



The water witches are dancing wild 

On a coral reef in a glittering sea, 

Flinging white manes in the tropic air. 

Which lifts and curls them with frolic- 
some glee. 
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Close to the edge of a dreamy bay, 

Where Cocos are bowing their reverent heads, 
Sits an old Carib with head compressed, 

Weaving his basket of silk-grass threads. 



Near him a golden-brown maiden stands, 
With intelligent brow and gentle mien, 

Her light-flowing robe bound round- her waist 
With the supple stem of a Lialine. 



Down over the limbs so roundly turned, 
Stream ebony tresses with artless grace : 

She sweeps them back with a slender hand, 
While a questioning look illumes her face. 



" Grandfather dear, I have wondered oft 
What you believed in the long long ago, 

Before the Christians opened their schools 
To teach us the wonders that now I know. 
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This morn I searched in the mangrove swamp 
For Iguanas, to make a feast to-night, 

Then rested awhile from noontide heat, 
In tlie cavern, secure from noise and h'ght. 



Startling a bat as I laid me down, 
I followed him on to his new retreat 

With a sleepy eye, when all at once 
Two glittering points made me start to my feet. 



And plainly I saw great eyes and ears, 
Made of dazzling gold, in a wooden head : 

The legs were short, and the tail was raised. 
And I stared at the beast with a creeping dread. 



Then, as I moved on, I placed my hand 
On a carven tortoise, with hollowed eyes. 

And curious tracings, worked with care, 
As if it must needs be some precious prize." 
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" Child, the things thou sawest, 

Laid aside for ever, 
Once were Zemes, kept 

With our best endeavour. 



Hidden from our enemies, 
Stolen by kith and kin, 

As the greatest shelter 
From all woe and sin. 



Our Creator Spirit 

Wielding lightning's wand, 
Sending storm and earthquake 

Lay so far beyond, 



That some Mediator 
Was our greatest need, 

Something more than human 
That might intercede. 
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Then the fruits of harvest 
We would offer up, 
. Giving of the abundance 
Poured into our cup; 



Deeming that our dead ones 
Looked upon us then, 

Secretly observant 
Of the ways of men. 



Three souls we believed in : 
That within the heart 

Surely went to heaven 
When from earth we part : 



But the soul our head owned^ 
That of our right arm, 

Both became Maboyas^ 
Spirits of all harm. 
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When we died, so anxious 

Were we to obey 
Our Great Spirit's summons, 

In that joyful day, 



We were buried sitting, 

Facing rising sun, 
Thus we sprang to meet Him, 

Knowing death was done. 



We adored all beauty; 

What was ugly seemed 
Contrary to goodness, 

And was ywnbie deemed. 



Homes of evil spirits, 
Owls had baleful nod, 

While the beauteous songster 
Was the Bird of God, 
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Still when storm and sunshine, 
Vapour's arc illume, 

We bow down with reverence, 
Calling it God^s plume. 



If great Palms, or giant 
Cotton-trees in pod, 

Crashing, fall at njidnight, 
They are felled by God. 



Carifoona ever 

Was a gentle tribe. 
When my Jieart I courted, 

Neither priest nor scribe 



Was required to wed us. 

Once in every moon 
I might see my treasure. 

But must earn that boon 
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By the cleansing early, 

Ere the cock should croNv, 
Of her father's court-yard 

III the vale below ; 



That he claimed the offering, 

I must ne'er forget, 
Of all finny wanderers 

Caught within my net. 



As the time drew nearer 
I must mountains climb, 

Choose a stately Govimier 
With its stem sublime ; 



Fire and axe employing, 
I must cleave it through, 

Hollowing the half-trunk 
To a strong canoe. 
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Six oars must be fasliioned, 
And the bark must lie 

Brimming full of water 
For security. 



Thus I had to drag it 
Miles ad own the slope, 

Through the bush and forest 
With a liana rope. 



Then, when it was seasoned. 
Met my love and I, 

Washed Cassava, boiled it, 
Baking warily. 



Then the liquor pouring 

Into Bamboo-cup, 
Rum and leaves were added. 

Suited to the sup. 
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On a rustic table 

Was the feast then laid, 
Round which sat the father, 

Mother, and the maid. 



Two were there beside me, 
Witnessing our bond, 

But no presence hindered 
Glances true and fond. 



First the father parted 
Into six the cake, 

Passing to the Bridegroom 
In his hand to take; 



That he first might dip it 
Ere the Bride he gave ; 

And she took it gladly 
As a bark the wave. 
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Then the mother handed 
One piece to the Bride, 

Which she dipped and gave me 
Sitting by her side. 



We were one for ever, 
And the following feast 

Was of joy the outcome 
To the very least. 



When we talk together, 

Children of the Sea 
Think it strange our language 

Should not quite agree ; 



Wonder how it happens 
That the woman tongue 

Men avoid, excepting ' 
Ridicule is flung. ,'V 
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They forget, our captors 

Spared our womankind, 
Made them wives and mothers 

In the wars behind. 



So the daughters echoed 
What the mothers said, 

While the sons were mainly 
By their fathers led. 



There were days of trouble 
In the Grenadines; 

From his home so hardly 
Man his spirit weans. 



There, in wooded Bequia 
Life was one long rest; 

Earth and sea srupplied them 
With its needed best; 
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While a Blackbird trilling 
Out its praises meet, 

Ever carolled *Bequia, 

Sweet, sweet Bequia, sweet 1 



Shut in rocky prison 
or flat Balliceaux, 

Burning sun above thera. 
Barren earth below, 



No canoe as rescue, 

Naught to build a shade. 
Not a cane to feed them 

As in vanished glade : 



There they gazed with longing 

On their Paradise, 
Hills and freshening breezes 

Redolent of spice. 
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Only ten miles distant ; 

Near, but oh ! how far ! 
Just as hopeless to them 

As deep-seated star ; 



And to crown their sorrow, 
Birds in their retreat 

Ever carolled *Bequia, 
Sweet, sweet Bequia, sweet ! 



Time 'tis we were wending 
To our happy home : 

Listen to the sunset, 
Little ivoman, come." 



As he spoke, a mournful 
Cry had rent the air; 

Echoing through the forest, 
Note on note was there, 

D 
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Weirdly, sadly warning 
Of the sun*s decline, 

Till the last half-hour 
Tinged it with carmine. 



Then the mystic warbler, 

Streaked with brown and gray, 

Lapsed in utter silence 
Till the dajvn of day ; 



When again the forest 
Rang with warning tone. 

Heralding Aurora 

Ere the light had shone : 



But while earth lay basking 
In its radiant beams, 

Dumbly hid the herald, 
Buried in his dreams. 
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Winging her way to the Island of Fountains, 
Euterpe had planted her delicate foot 

Where the shade of Blue Mountains, exuding their 
moisture, 

Gave birth to the springs that exhaustion recruit ; 

Then, clothing the ridge of their towering ranges. 

Bid healing Cinchona the guerdon dispute. 

Not here grew the annals of ancient Xaymaca 

When England had wrested the Island from Spain ; 

'Twas wealthy Port Royal that glowed in her beauty 
With soil's richest products and gems from the main, 

Evolving a Paradise, teeming with plenty, 

When earth opened wide and then closed on her 
slain. 

And thus the last Capital sprang into being ; 

A City of Kings in its pride it was named, 
But its palmiest days were the days that have vanished 

Ere Britain's false policy Britons had shamed ; 

I'or decay is now rampant, and poverty regnant 

Where wealth was overflowing, and England is 
blamed. 
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Away from the hot-bed of feverish mangrove 

Whose breath, ere the dawn, lies in curtain-like 
folds, 

Till the noontide of summer, usurping dominion, 
From season to season its revelry holds. 

Away, like a planet fulfilling its orbit, 
Vd see all the glories the passage unfolds. 

Morant like a babe in a cradle of palm- leaves 
Lies sleeping 'neath cliffs of a glittering green, 

While ocean, aroused by the Point it embraces, 
Is dancing with joy in the crimsoning sheen 

Of a sun, that departing, has shot golden glories 
To set the bright amethyst glowing between. 

Anionics green port, in the cool morning beaming, 
Reveals the deep foldings of mountainous spurs, 

Whose emerald woods with their velvety foliage 
Overlap right and left till a distant touch blurs, 

When spectre like rises the glorious background 

Of Blue Mountain Peak where the stormy wind 
whirs. 
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The Bay of St. Ann's lies in still sparkling glitter 
Of new risen sun, as a consecrate font, 

Awaiting the streams of the dark-coloured Christians 

Now wending their way to the waters in front, 

There to set the deep seal of their souls* utter 
cleansing 

By entire immersion as is their glad wont. 

The day of rest greets us off bright Rio Bueno, 
Whose cottages, flanked by a coco-nut grove. 

Run on to the Church where, in full choral worship. 
We join the dark flock that inhabit the cove, 

White Eucharis decking Nativity's symbol 

While blackBride and Groom are paradingtheir love. 

How strangely the sight of the harbour of Falmouth 
Awakes recollections of days that are past 1 

How cautious, 'mid rocks of triangular setting. 

Must all who would enter remain to the last ! 

How anxious the moments, when threading the 
passage. 

Lest unforeseen perils their trammels should cast ! 
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And then to return amid danger repeated 

Of snares that have overwhelmed many a craft ; 

But One watches o'er us who stills ocean's raging. 
And bids the winds gently their messages waft, 

Nor ceaseth in sheltering arms to uphold us 
Till safe into haven He bringeth our raft. 



Where the sunken Tangle River 
Runs into Montego Bay 

Rise, in beaded woody ridges, 
Bubbling curves in bright array, 

As if seething earth's commotion 
Were arrested in its play : 



While her pigmy mounts, o'erlooking 
Ocean's lulled and sheltered face, 

Are the chosen sites of dwellings, 
Peeping out with artless grace 

From the trees of Lignum Vitae 

Where bright green and mauve enlace. 
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Murraya's snowy stars are luring, 
Humming-birds and butterflies 

To partake of luscious sweetness 
Ere the tiny blossom dies. 

When the glittering scarlet fruitage 
With the holly-berry vies. 



Dark Mahogany and Cedar, 
Ebony and dense Mahoe^ 

Sandbox^ and ancestral Cottons 
Challenging wind's overthrow, 

Calabash^ and bright Pomegranate 
Lime and Orange bending low ; 



Goltl Thunbcrgia clinging closely 
To the wild Pine's roseate points, 

Tangled with white Belladonna 
(Salve that many a pain anoints), 

Oft contrasting with Poinsettia's 
Scarlet bracts and glossy joints; 
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Grand Spaihodea throwing upwards 
Trumpet blooms with orange flare, 

Bauganvillea climbing wildly, 
Twined with Jasmine unaware, 

Or with Cloth of Gold invading 
Spaces set apart with care. 



All are gracing with adornment 

Homes, where tremulous Coco waves 

Palmy arches o'er the cabins 
That the seaboard gently laves, 

Or in groves of stately beauty 
Shadows forth Cathedral naves. 



Where a training hand has wandered 
Roses spring with rapid growth; 

Coleus leaves like painted velvet, 
Delicate Caladiumsy both 

Vie with Croton^s rainbow streamers 
In reproving tropic sloth. 
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While Moringa's sprays are hiding 

Winged jewels in her deep, 
Tuberose fills the air with perfume, 

Stephanotis wax-like creeps 
With her bridal bouquets nestling 

Where Horsf alias's crimson peeps. 



Bowers of Nature's fair erecting, 
Sheltering hearts both true and fond, 

Glowing with a genial welcome. 
Clasping ties with sacred bond, 

Binding all the earnest present 
To the future's great Beyond. 



Still I see a sunny threshold 

With young wife and blooming child, 

And a father just returning 

From the port where he had whiled; 

I, a stranger urged to enter, 
And with converse glad beguiled. 
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In a cradle lies an infant 
Smiling in the dawn of life, 

With the bliss of sweet contentment. 
Ignorant of future strife, 

And that longing look of wonder 
With which infancy is rife. 



Day by day the little darling 
Came to me with sweeter grace, 

Lovingly would cling and cuddle, 
Hiding low his beaming face, 

While his little satin fingers 
In my own would interlace. 



Or if baby-troubles, teazing, 

Gendered restless energy. 
At the sound of playful music 

He would spring and crow with glee ; 
Now, by solemn vows eternal 

He, in part, belongs to me. 
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To his parents as a' sister, 
I became as one of them, 

And their mothers ever crowned me 

• With a daughter's diadem; 

Then another home was opened, 
By the Aunt of Little Gem. 



Her's was that enduring yearning 
To know one who, long ago, 

Was the friend of her beloved, 
Ere both tasted wedded glow ; 

For the years had left her sorrowing 
O'er the past in widowed woe. 



Tho' she strove to be the sunshine 
Of the one who claimed her now^ 

Still the father of her children 
Was the first in holy vow, 

And his name it was which kindled 
Brightest light upon her brow. 
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Then 1 see another nature 
Shrinking from the general gaze, 

With a weary load of weakness, 
Weighing down her present days, 

And a past of vanished blessing, 
Where sad memory often strays. 



With a gush of sudden pleasure 
We had met, and then it seemed 

That a bright and cheering influence 
Through her cloudy sky had gleamed, 

And she opened to the sunshine 
All the worth that in her teemed. 



o 



Gladly did she seize the meanin 
Of those prophecies of old. 

Whose fulfilment clear and clearer 
Is unveiling as foretold, 

All the everlasting goodness 
Of our Father to unfold. 
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On a lonely ridge is blinking, 

'Twixt the trees that crown the site, 

An emporium of science, 
Where the march of satellite, 

And the vapour bands of spectrum 
Joy bring to the anchorite, 



Who, advancing ever onwards 
In the path of God's great works^ 

Notes His laws in ruled statistics 
Of the care that never irks. 

While amid their tangled tables 
A deductive prescience lurks. 



Prophet to the minds untutored, 
In his home he seeks repose. 

Where a young and lovely woman 
Blooms, expanding like a rose. 

Circled by the buds of beauty 
That the central flower enclose. 
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Other hearts are nearing daily, 
Intellectual joys are there, 

Authors' thoughts at our disposal, 
Latest books and writings rare, 

But alas ! for further wanderings 
We must now our minds prepare. 



One long flight through deepening gorges 
Clad in garb of Nature's best, 

Lands us at an ancient Eden, 
Halls of happiness and rest. 

Where united hearts shine brightest 
In their welcome of a guest. 



An extensive dell of pasture, 

Lies between the wooded heights,' 

Where the cattle stray at pleasure, 
And the Bamboo plume delights 

To expand her crown of beauty 
While her grace the scene bedights. 
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On a precipice overhanging 

Stands the Hall^ where joyous sounds 
Of a father's voice are ringing 

As he goes his daily rounds, 
Followed by his bright young daughters, 

Ever busy in his grounds ; 



While the mother's genial spirit 
Bids me feel that we are friends, 

Lifts the past with chary fingers, 
Ever good with sorrow blends. 

And, in firmest faith reposing. 
All the future apprehends. 



One sweet face is like to haunt me 
With its look of loving care, 

For I see the waste of trouble 
Paling cheeks that should be fair 

Though a holy resignation 
Smiling, conquers all despair. 
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At a distant bright Arcadia 

We enjoy a passing glance 
Over miles of coasting outline ; 

Yet its beauties but enhance 
What we left amid the mountains 

As a home of true romance. 

On a wooded crest we tarry 
With a friend of days gone by, 

Who, in tie of second wedlock, 
Is rejoicing blissfully : 

In the contrast of their natures 
Lies the bond that cannot die. 

The west of our orbit has yet to be traversed. 
And calmly we speed to the cove of Lucea, 

Where we note the sun set on her clustering 
dwellings, 
And mark the stars rise on the woods of her lee; 

Then away till Savanna-la-mar is unfolding 
Her emerald carpet beneath the clear sea. 
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Black River's wide bay with its mountainous back- 
ground 

Shews dangerous lights in the growth of her soil ; 
Milk River flows down amid long running spits 

Of a desolate land from which mountains recoil, 
Awhile the signs of rebellioti among ocean's billows 

In waves of commotion our progress would foil. 

Yet safely we steam 'neath the mounts of Port Royal, 
And Kingston lies white in the dust of her thirst ; 

For vainly she longed for the rain of renewal 
O'er all her burnt stretches in torrents to burst, 

No drop was vouchsafed her, tho' ten weeks are passing 
Since scorched and repining we looked on her first. 

Yet times of refreshing have come to our spirits, 
Renewed hospitality, meetings with friends, 

And outgrowth of beauty as truly surprising 

As that which from cliffs of dry limestone depends, 

Or seeking a flooring of cavernous hollows, 
la gay forest verdure its ferny frond blends.* 

E 
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Lagetta is^ storing within her dry branches 
A delicate web like superb pillow-lace ; 

While Yucca conceals in her dangerous weapons 
The smooth Dagger Fibre with silky white face ; 

And a strong tanning power in great Divi-dwi 
Resides in the pods of her pendulant grace. 

Jamaica, I leave thee with many a longing 
To lift the coy veil of each deep-seated dell, 

Where caverns are lying in gloomy recesses, 
And foaming cascades rushing forth from their 
well ; 

Where the J^aca and Star-apple grow in profusion, 
And Nightingale mockingly utters its spell. 

IVe listened at eve to the lizard's wild hissing. 
In triplets of sound like an ominous snake ; 

And cared for the chirping of chattering crickets 
When tropical night was yet fully awake, 

And scattering her lights in her blinking excitement 
As diamond fountain o'er bush and o'er brake. 
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What kind hands have ever been stretched to 
receive us ! [flew 

That bright breezy morn when our dancing bark 

Past the Grenadine group to the Isle of St Vincent, 

Hearts welcomed us there in a spirit so true, 

That kind homes at once ope'd their portals to 
greet us 

As intimate friends whom they valued and knew. 

To one I e'en owe it that glorious Euterpe 

Has lent inspiration to colour my verse ; 

Through him were the curtains of nature's creations 

Withdrawn, that my spirit with her's might 
converse ; 

And while entranced eye on my vision was resting 

The knowledge was growing her acts to rehearse. 

Scarce had I paused, as if to bid farewell, 
When waving plumes renewed the potent spell. 
And lingering tones the echoed meaning bore : 
'* You know me now, but we have met before." 
And then arose a vision of the past, 
A scene to haunt me while my life shall last. 
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There where old Sol, in southern chariots borne. 
Has nearly touched the line of Capricorn 
We near, on heaving sea, an outline bold 
Whose form fantastic keeps a solid hold 
On British hearts ; for there in giant rock 
Our Iron Duke reposes, block for block, 
Revealing all his features and his frame 
In granite sculpture, lasting as his name. 
Behind rise peaks in wildest grouping cast, 
And further yet the misty semblance vast 
Of mighty organ's rounded pipes aloft. 
Cleaving the sky with music weird and soft, 
Looms amid wreathing clouds, that cheat the eye 
With curtain-folds of dim perplexity. 

Between two islets we have steered our way, 
When Corcovado^s heights in full array 
Unroll before us. Now, in grim repose, 
A monster Walrus gazes calculose. 
Reflected in the mirror of the deep, 
Where Rio's haven seeks its safety-sleep 
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In sixteen miles of groove. In startling guise 
O'erhanging homs of rock around it rise, 
And wooded knolls divide the granite town 
Of rainbow houses roofed with golden brown. 
Temples are there, upraised with glowing art 
Which finds in Italy its counterpart, 
And vassals of Euterpe stand around 
As sentry to the cultivated ground. 
Where DeviVs Figs, and balls enwrapped in green 
On handsome leafed trees are ever seen. 
Or in the children's hands as weapons used. 
While idlers sit in shady nooks amused. 

Not till we stand beneath the cliffs that guard 
From wintry winds the flowers and the sward, 
Can we know all the power Euterpe wields. 
Or gauge the joy that her perfection yields. 
In truest line the giant pillars rear 
Their plumfed crests into the atmosphere; 
In double row the stately avenue. 
In rare perspective of dissolving view. 
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Rises a double height above the trees, 
That shrink as pigmies when compared with these, 
Who seem the offshoots of some higher world 
With roots to earth in sympathy unfurled. 



A flight above this beauty-breathing plain 
Is photographed X on my responsive brain. 
With engine force we mount, in gliding car 
A cliff which rises perpendicular ; 
Then follow snake-like curves along the edge, 
Where stand, on pinnacle of dizzy ledge, 
Santa Theresa's church and convent towers. 
Blest captives whom such scenery embowers ! 



We wander round the cliff 'neath Mango shade, 
Skirting a wild and ever-deepening glade 
Of tangled growth ; adown the precipice. 
In arborescent shades of green caprice. 
Lie vales of darkness running to the sea, 
O'erhung by peaks of strange declivity. 
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The glittering town is nestled here and there 
Around the haven set with islands fair, 
And still beyond the ranges decked with gloom 
The Organ Mounts mysteriously loom. 



Rio, thou art a Paradise of grace ! 
Tho' fever stalk with ever stealthy pace 
Along thy shore, I joy that I have seen 
Of all earth's harbours this, her grandest Queen. 
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When the north of great Atlantis 
Sank beneath the deluge wave, 

Peaks lay 'neath the surface gleaming, 
Monuments of watery grave : 



Islets, round whose sudden borders 
Corals worked with busy zest, 

Till an oval grew in ocean, 
Undiscovered and unguessed. 



Ever rising to the southward, 
Ever sinking to the north, 

Till a treacherous line lay hidden 
Like a deep-set slumbering wrath. 



Juan Bermudez steered Za Garza 
Once so near^ he saw the land; 

But in vain he sought a landing 
On that tempest-wreathed strand. 
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Then Camelo owned possession, 

Granted by the Spanish King, 
And he plied his vessel duly 

To approach the mystic thing: 



But such perils closed about him 
'Twas uncanny to his mind, 

And he hardly gained a footing 
Ere he left it far behind. 



First indeed he trod the grass-plot 
Wandered through a Cedar grove, 

Climbed a cliff where one false footstep 
Would have dashed him down the cove. 



Then he cut the initial letter 
Of his name from holy saint; 

F for Ferdinand was placed there, 
And a cross, that Devil's taint 



58 EUTERPE MONTANA. 

Nevermore might blast his projects 
Or dread heretics lay hold 

Of the Isle, through Satan's magic 
Extra mighty, ever bold. 



Fifteen hundred, three and forty 
Was the date he then annexed. 

Ere he yielded to the tremors 
That his soul so sorely vexed. 



Others hearing how the furies 

Demon-like the waves would toss. 

Shuddering, crossed themselves, and called it 
Evermore Los Diabolos, 



Fifty years the gift lay idle 
When an English Buccaneer, 

Henry May, was scouring ocean, 
Running short of food and cheer. 
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Then he hailed a sailing Frenchman 
To bestow what he could spare, 

Fearing Trinidad to enter, 
Or to face the Spaniards there. 



His petition kindly granted 
But sufficed him for a while, 

And again he neared the giver, 
Who received him with a smile, 



But assured him that he dared not 
Grant his wishes any more, 

That already he was fearing 
For his own diminished store. 



Then the crew with want tormented. 
Doubting of their absent Chief, 

Seized the pinnace of the Frenchman, 
Wielding force in unbelief. 
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But he seeing their intention 
Bore away with rapid speed, 

Bound with Henry May their grievance 
On Virginia's soil to plead. 



Deeming that Bermuda's stretches 
Were at least twelve leagues away, 

They had spent the eve carousing. 
Riotous with wine and play. 



But the stroke of midnight found them 
With a crash upon the rock, 

While the billows rose triumphant 
O'er the wreck's disastrous shock. 



Boat and raft were quickly lowered, 

Twenty-six of fifty saved. 
Ere the vessel filled and shivered. 

Sinking deep where waters raved. 
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Then a burning thirst o'ercame them, 

When at last upon the shore, 
In a rock that caught the rainfall 

They discovered ample store. 



Hogs were running wild about them, 
But no human soul was there, 

So they lived on what they captured, 
Birds and fish of species rare. 



With the tools that they had rescued 
They cut down the Cedar trees, 

Mingling lime and oil of turtle 
Hardening pitch was formed of these; 



Then a vessel was constructed, 
And they sailed away for home. 

Telling of the cruel islands 
Where no more their foot should roam. 



62 EUTERPE MONTANA. 

Sixteen years the Isles lay sleeping, 
When there flew before the breeze, 

Bound to colonise Virginia, 
Nine great ships across the seas. 



One, Sir Thomas Gates was bearing 
To the land as Governor, 

And the Admiral was with him. 
Sir George Somers, known of yore. 



Storm again became the Pilot, 
For the Flag Ship sprang a leak, 

And all hands were toiling fiercely, 
Rough and noble, strong and weak. 



Till despair had nigh o'erwhelmed them 
As they marked the water rise. 

For they knew that they must founder 
And they felt their near demise. 
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Hark ! Sir George on watch at sunrise 
Gives a joyful cry of " Land ! " 

And they run the damaged vessel 
'Twixt the rocks upon the strand; 



Then explore the dreaded country 
With a great and glad surprise, 

Finding that " The Devil's Islands " 
Are a healthy Paradise. 



Walsingham and Shelly seeking 
Food and sport where'er they stray, 

To this day the spots they fished in 
Bear their names in cave and bay. 



Gates and Somers send their long-boat 
Decked and manned by eight strong men 

To Virginia for assistance, 

But it vanished from their ken ; 
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And no word came back to tell them 
What its fate upon the deep, 

Half a year had passed, and nothing 
Broke the stillness of that sleep. 



Then they wrought anew in Cedar 
Ships to bear them from the shore. 

But a rebel crew resisted 
A deposed wrecked Governor. 



They preferred the abundant plenty 
In their reach to distant hopes, 

And by craft they tried to plunder 
All the stores for new found slopes. 



Then, when milder means proved useless. 
Gates had shot the rebel Chief, 

And obedience quickly followed 
With its natural relief. 
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Two babes opened eyes of wonder 

On this coral-girded Isle, 
Boy and girl were named Bermudas 
And Bermuda, first in file. 



From the wreck a cross was fashioned, 

Fastened to a Cedar tree ; 
In the midst a silver coin 

Showed the King's supremacy ; 



And on copper-plate was graven 
Date and name of Ship and Chiefs, 

And the safety of the shipwrecked 
After all their passing griefs* 



Off again where duty led them, 
Though a treacherous shoal once more 

Nearly qlaimed them as its victims 
Ere they reached Virginia's shore* 
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Disappointment lay in waiting, 
All forlorn the settlement; 

But Sir George, with true devotion, 
Found the right expedient. 



He would brave again the danger, 
In his Cedar ship would sail. 

Found a depot in Bermuda 
That Virginia might not fail ; 



Thus a teeming store of plenty 

Would supply the Colony. 
Was it strange that " Somer's Islands " 

Were -pronounced with euphony ? 



Bitter winds opposed his progress, 
Drifting currents, angry sea. 

But at last he reached his haven. 
Weary, worn out hopelessly. 
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Then he called his crew about him, 

Bid them carry out his plan, 
But their courage leaves them trembling 

As they hear the dying man. 



Only three are faithful to him, 
And they claim his silent heart, 

When embalmed, his body leaves them 
With the rest, who homeward start. 



I have seen a spot where Palm-trees 

Overshadow lilies white, 
Roses and verbenas decking 

Grassy plots of flowery site. 



Round a graven slab the ivy 
Clingingly with love is wound, 

For beneath a heart lies buried. 
Sole remains of hero crowned. 
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Lion-hearted English sailor ! 

Though success no honours forge, 
Yet the town which owns thy ashes 

Ever since has been St. George : 



While in Devon's wooded valleys 
Spreads thy fame in echoed tones, 

Till King James sends forth his people, 
And a Governor enthrones. 



Richard Moore was off the Islands 
When he met the faithful three 

Breaking faith for greed of plunder, 
Ambergris in quantity. 



Thus entrapped they yield their booty; 

Then St. George's walls arise, 
Capital which full two hundred 

Years the world doth recognise. 



J 
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Forts were bristling, men were training 
None too soon for their defence, 

Spanish Ships bore down upon them, 
But were quickly driven thence. 



When Moore left, dissensions followed, 
And a sterner man was sent; 

Many suffered from the tyrant. 
Many fled the settlement. 



Tucker still in justice gave them 
A fair coinage for their needs ; 

On one side a Ship was graven, 
The reverse a Hog and reeds. 



Still from time to time hog-money 
Has been gathered from the soil 

With the ancient stamp upon it. 
Proof of vanished days of toil. 
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First they built a Church of Cedar; 

And the holy Plate was sent 
By command of good King William 

To reward the reverent. 



Soon they found the ground beneath them 
• Was a porous coral-stone, 
Sawn at first with ease, whose surface 
Glittering in the daylight shone ; 



And if left to woo the breezes 
It was hardened into rock; 

So they built their dwellings of it, 
Severing it, block by block. 



E'en their roofs were slabbed with coral. 
Whitened o'er like new laid snow, 

That the rain, from heaven falling, 
Pure and Hmpid e'er might flow. 



EUTERPE MONTANA. 7 1 

Tropic fruits from western islands, 
Flowers from o*er the distant main, 

Come where every clime contributes 
To enrich the new domain. 



Bridges then were quickly spanning 
Gulfs between the islets green, 

Till on water's heaving bosom 
Lay a carcanet of sheen. 



Those were days of dark delusions ; 

Witchcraft held its potent sway, 
Many an innocent was punished 

Near the bend of Abbot's Bay, 



Where a rock overhanging ocean 
Made a ledge for ducking-stool, 

And the accused was drowned by inches, 
Whether criminal or fool. 
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Twas a motley population, 
Quaker, Pirate, Puritan, 

Slaves of every shade of colour, 
Western Negro, African, 



And the Northern savage Indiaji, 
Type of race still evident, 

Mixed with all the lawless Irish 
Ever on rebellion bent. 



Soon a Romish plot was weaving 
All the Protestants to kill, 

But aside was turned the weapon. 
And the murderers were still. 



Spaniards then assailed Turk's Island 
Where Bermudians kept their salt. 

But they raised a force agamst them. 
And repelled the base assault 
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Times advanced and slavery vanished, 
Free the men who tilled the soil; 

Learning, health, and happy progress 
E'er went hand in hand with toil : 



And though twenty years the Dockyard 
Was with convict work supplied, 

For the last score years the labour 
Has been honourably plied. 



Now, when all the earth seems shaken, 
Nations roaring and distrest, 

This unconquerable fortress 
Is a land of peace and rest. 



Never want and wretched squalor 
Dog our footsteps in the street, 

Never dirt assails our vision. 
Ne'er a beggar do we meet. 
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All are clean, and neat, and tidy, 
Fairly housed and well employed, 

And though wealth may not be regnant, 
Life is precious, and enjoyed. 

Bermuda I see in the spring of her life 

When her old guardian Winter is dying of strife. 

And the Easter-born lilies are shedding around 

The perfume of promise from blossom profound. 

The blush of the rose is now daily invading 

The face where new blooms, with their delicate 

shading, 
Are lending their grace to the on-coming prime 

Of ocean's bright maiden in warm summer-time. 

Like any coquette she is subject to moods ; 

•One day she is brilliant, another day broods. 

At times she will smile with a radiance so pure 

That you yield yourself up to the exquisite lure, 

And, peering through crystalline depths of delight, 

Launch your bark on her bosom, entranced at the 

sight 
For down in the deep are the tenderest branches 

Of coralline growths which the ocean veil blanches, 
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And 'mid the jet sponges that dot the white sand 
Gay seaweeds are opening a crimsoning hand, 
While bright candelabra, transparent and golden, 
Are raising their tendrils, in beauty upholden. 

But woe to the days when her temper is ruffled, 

And deep tones of thunder come rolling and muffled 

Along with the storm that is shaking her soul, 

And flashing her eye with the dread of controul. 

How sweepingly then does she blast in her raging 

The unsheltered and shorn with the war she is waging I 

How keenly she cuts with her wild gusts sarcastic 

The tender ones wrapped in her whirlwind fantastic I 

And then clouding over their sunshine with pall, 

Her angry tears viciously, streamingly fall. 

Tis then, 'mid the gloom and the chill of her bearing, 

That winter's snow mantle on rooflets is staring, 

And looking so real that the mind cannot 'scape 

From the thought that the North Pole has lent us his 
cape ; 

But' again is caprice darting sunshine around us. 

And melting, we feel the loosed chain has unbound us. 
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Beneath Avocadds dark canopy resting 

We sit, and we dream, while the bees at our feet 
Are lighting on leaves of the white Water-lily, 

And sipping the moisture for honey-comb meet. 
The Lace-plant is weaving a delicate frame 

Round the flowery borders of various hues ; 
The Sandbox^ awaiting the spread of its shade, 

Is an aviary filled with the chattering crews 
Of exuberant sparrows, so safe on their perch 

Which springs from a trunk patterned over with 
thorns, 
In juxtaposition so close, that they form 

An invincible breast-work that all scaling scorns. 
Gigantic Paiv-paw stands so proudly erect, 

Her arms representing the pedigree-stem, 
While close 'neath the curve of her green parachutes 

The infantine breasts of her clustered fruits gem. 
The Screw-pine in spiral growth is unfolding, 

And stands upon tip- toe to make herself tall, 
But Aloe is woven with scarlet geranium, 

And biding her time till she overlooks all. 
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Gliding o'er the liquid emerald, 
In the Channel of St. George, 

Guide we now our prow of cedar 
Through the water's narrow gorge ; 



Round the point of Smith's bright Islet 
Steer her carefully and true, 

That St. David's shore may greet us 
With its soil of ruddy hue. 



Plunge into a grove of fragrance, 
Mount the gently rising ground, 

And as isles combine in pictures 
Mark the landscape, turning round. 



Listen to the brilliant songster 

In his scarlet uniform, 
Flashing through a cloudless heaven 

Lightning forks of roseate storm. 
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Mark the snowy shaft of Pharos, 
Fruit of energy and skill, 

Happy beacon to the sailors 
From the cedar-crownfed hill. 



Mount its sixty feet of spiral, 
Feel a bird upon the wing 

Gazing down on half Bermuda's 
Jewelled mounts on pearly string. 



Down again to crystal waters, 
Lift your oars and speed away, 

Flying past the wooded stretches 
Enter now fair Dolly's Bay. 



Strange to find a raft of warfare 
As your stepping-stone on shore. 

Stranded frame of dread torpedo 
For the Western World of yore, 
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Bristling with decay's encroachments, 

A memento of the past, 
Gemmed by bird of bluest plumage 

In relief against it' cast. 



Tenderest green becomes our carpet 
'Neath Palmetto's fans outspread, 

Once the prize of each new comer, 
Woven screens for house and head; 



While the sap as wine, fermented, 
Slaked his thirst, the seeds were ground. 

Then, when mixed with meal they yielded . 
Bread both nourishing and sound. 



Many a basket then was woven 
From this plant of varied use. 

Now to ornamental plaitings 
Most it? services reduce. 
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As we seek the lake of mangrove, 
Fertile store for future needs, 

Starry mauve Bermudiana 
Beams from out the tangled weeds. 



'Neath our feet at every moment 
We are crushing out the life 

Of this bloomer of the Islands, 
Ever upright, ever rife. 



Oleanders crowd around us. 

Pink and white in bursting bloom : 
Strange that so much beauty covers 

All the poison of their doom ! 



As again we breast the wavelets 
Many a little house is seen, 

Portion of abandoned vessel. 
Telling out what might have been. 
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Like a life shaped out for glory, 

Broken in its upward rise, 
Caught, and kept for some good purpose. 

Never guessed at till it dies. — 



Let the dreamy stillness 

Of a day in May 
Tempt your feet to wander. 

Skirting Mullet's Bay. 



Tortuous the pathway. 

Sharp the curves you make. 
Turning creek and sand-cove 

Into fairv lake. 



Now the woods, overhanging, 
Shade the dazzling light, 

Now a sunny shallow, 
Streaked like malachite, 
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Holds the eye enchanted 
Twixt the blue and green, 

Seeing spectrum's glaucous 
In the mirror screen. 



Rocks in layers spliiting, 
In upheaval tossed, 

Pinnacled at angles 
Where the forces crossed, 



Silently inform us 
Why so many a spot 

Holds a great hulk stranded, 
While its timbers rot. 



Death-in-life the picture 

Then that strikes the mind. 

Though pomegranates blossom 
In a glade enshrined, 
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Tangled with the Life-plant, 

Whose impatient sheath 
Sheds, in full perfection, 

Leaves as parent-wreaih, 



Ere its own tall axil 
Shakes its climbing bell?^, 

Bidding chestnut flowerets 
Creep from out their shells 



Cross the glassy harbour 
By a swinging bridge, 

Then on Long-bird Island 
Tread the narrowing ridge : 



Join the curving Causeway 

Of a mile or more, 
WallM path of progress 

To the Sound's long shore. 



8^ EUTERPE MONTANA. 

All the eastern islands 
Glitter to your left, 

To your right a ferry 

Shows the north shore cleft ; 



And for miles the corals 
Raise their crafty spikes, 

Whrre the unwary seaman 
Founders as he strikes. 



In a calm delusive 
Lies the ocean now, 

Only gentle zephyrs 
Fan your placid brow : 



Stand upon the Causeway 
When the waters rage, 

And the sweeping billows 
Fly across the stage. 
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Many then have trembled, 

Lashed with fury's wave, 
As on vessel stranded 

Where the surges lave. — 



Past the span of water, 
Trace in chequered shades 

Undulating woodland's 
Fascinating glades. 



Miles inland you might be, 
In some lovely park, 

Where the deer might wander 
Fearless in the dark : 



For you see the partridge 
Swift upon the wing, 

Flashing through the coverts 
As a scatterling. 
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Then a sudden corner 
And your eye is found 

Gazing on the enamel 
Of the mighty Sound. 



Up a gentle rising, 
Down a grassy dell, 

Past Alpinia^s clusters, 
Like a glossy shell, 



*Neath the spreading branches 

Of the Calabash, 
Caverns rise before you 

With a lightning flash. 



Stoop, and enter boldly. 
Press towards the abyss. 

Grope now for the hand-rail 
On the precipice. 
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Stand till lighted cedar 

Throws a steady flare, 
Filling all the hollows 

Of the mystery there. 



Groinfed roof above you, 
Hung with stalactites, 

Beckoning with their crystals. 
Rising stalagmites: 



Mimic lake beneath you. 
Rocky isle within, 

Ruined arch and pillars 
Strange in origin. 



Is this some new vision 

Of another life, 
Where in depths untraversed 

Wonderment is rife? 
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As the flaming cedar 
Flickers ere it falls, 

Darkness closing round you 
Now the mind appals; 



And you seek the daylight 

As a coming joy, 
Blinded by the shadows 

Of the dark decoy. 



Then amid the verdure 
Cloisters arching run, 

With a violet creeper 
Richly over-spun; 



Mouths of rocky caverns. 
Where Convolvulus 

Clings in sweeping trailers 
To enrapture us. 
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E'en the ground we tread on 

May be catacombs; 
Many a wave, in darkness, 

In pulsation booms : 



Past a vale of beauty, 
Where rare foliage blends. 

Earth is tunnelled deeply, 
Ocean at both ends ; 



And within a grotto 
Angel-fish have found 

There a sportive prison 
With the Groupers bound. 



Strange companions these are 
For the DeviVs hole. 

Fierce jawed ogres courting 
An immortal sole ! 
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Heav'n's deep blue is pallid 
By the rich cobalt 

Of this dainty swimmer 
*Neath the coral vault. 



Tipped with green-gold borders 
Round its slender rimF, 

Fan-like fins revolving, 
Gracefully it skims ; 



One of many species 
That Bermuda boasts, 

Rainbow-tinted beauties 
Of her wondrous coasts. 



In a tiny cottage 

Close to Mullet's Bay, 
Where the gurgling waters 

Are restrained in play. 



EUTERPE MONTANA. 9 1 

Sits an ag^d soldier 

By an open door, 
Studying the nature 

Of his gathered store : 



Bird, and fish, and insect, 
Coral, shell, and stone, 

Forming a museum 
In his dwelling lone. 



Here he ponders wisely 
O'er the learned tome, 

Helping him decipher 
Glories of his home. 



Far from wisdom's cities, 
Far from prize and fame, 

Oft he lends a brilliance 
To another's name : 
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Honoured by the wealthy, 
Sought by every child, 

Works the gentle hermit 
In his garden wild. 



Come away, it is time that we wandered 
And sought the north shore of the Soun.l, 

Where Bailey's Bay charms with its islets, 
And Shelly Bay's sand- heaps are found. 



Curve southward and east to the Flat's Bridge, 
Then round the long creek to the west, 
And mark, in the picturesque village, 
Mahogany growing its best. 



Through Devonshire's rich vegetation, 

Where brackish ponds sway with their load. 

Enter Hamilton's city of villas 

Where cedars clasp hands o'er the road ; 
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Where Fiddle-wood flames in its foliage, 
And light Pride of India, in bloom, 

Is drooping its prune and white flowerets, 
All round like a General's plume. 



Now come to the bend of the harbour, 
What sentries are ranged on its bank? 

Euterpe has sent reinforcements 
Of distant inferior rank. 



Yet lovingly here too I greet thee ; 

In miniature scenes it is meet 
To stoop from thy stature colossal 

Where all else is still at thy feet 



Thou guardest the view of the entrance 
Where Royalty, seeking repose, 

The park-lands of Inglewood sheltered 
Beloved Princess Louise in their close. 
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Launch thy bark on water's stillness, 
Pass by Agar's Magazine, 

Make for Fairy-land's fair borders 
In the cove of its demesne. 



Struggle through Lantands massei 
To the crest of fairy mount, 

See around you coasts and islets 
More than memory can count; 



Little dells of brightest verdure, 
Tiny lakes of mirrored bloom, 

True until you change your posture, 
Seeing ocean's passing room ; 



Promontories clad in foliage. 

Grooved with caverns by the sea, 

Lily fields of snowy blossoms 
In their virgin purity; 



EUTERPE MONTANA. 95 

While away from south to setting 

All the sweep of varied land 
Lies in oval curve of beauty, 

Lonely ocean's coral strand. — 



The Governor looks from Mount I^ngton 
O'er north shore of ocean sheer down, 

I 

And southwards his gaze is directed 
O'er Hamilton's harbour and town. 



The Admiral, further to westward, 
Sees Spanish Point stretching away 

Like the head of some venomous insect. 
Upraised in its mischievous play; 



While near at his feet lies a cavern 
Sea-washed at its outermost wall. 

Where gay forms, illumed in the darkness. 
Once whirled in the maze of a ball : 
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Or ever the music resounded, 
The wild waves in rhythmic accord, 

Were surging in tones of entreaty 
That spirits enraptured ignored. — 



Let us wind through the valleys of Paget, 
Then on to the woods and the lake 

Where Warwick's sweet glades all the memory 
Of past years of friendship awake. 



No wonder they found deep enchantment 
In summery scenes of illusion, 

Where bright Oleander is blushing 
In ever new depths of confusion ; 



And dark crowning forest is rounding 
The background to tender green lea, 

And all in the water is doubled 
As when two in spirit agree. 
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Yet further we sweep round the oval 
Of Port Royal Bay's calm retreat, 

Where Pharos gigantic o'ertowers 
Bermuda mapped out at its feet. 



Now Somerset's valleys romantic 
Are luring us on with their spell, 

And surrounded by inlets of ocean 
We breezily, peacefully dwell. 



On climbing some spur to its summit, 
The dark shade of fatal Wreck Hill 

Frowns down on a glittering harbour 
Where Eli's blue waters lie still. 



Just lapping the coral sand's curvings 
In miniature coves of delight, 

Where rocks are erecting a rampart, 
And gardens run down to the bight 



H 
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The little boat chained to its mooring 
'Neath feathery Tamarisk *sprays, 

Awaiting the will of its owner 
To glide o*er the neighbouring bays; 



Or land on the fairy-like islets, 
Fantastic bold rocks, or enswathed 

In cedar's close mantle of darkness, 

Whose roots by storm-billows are bathed. 



When sunshine is darting its fiercest, 
We wander through canopied glades 

To sweet little nooks by the waters. 
Where nothing our presence invades 



Save the birds that are warbling around us, 
The gurgling of ebb and of flow, 

A distant sail bound to the city. 
The zebra-striped swimmers below. 
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Darting out of their miniature caverns, 
Where water, at play with the breeze, 

Is floating a net-work of sunbeams 
E'er shifting by optics' decrees. 



One glance we must have at the outline, 
The end of this tapering curve. 

Where Boaz and Ireland Island 
Are bridged as a pathway to serve; 



And where, as upreared in the ocean, 
The Dockyard runs out its long quay 

In dazzling array, like the pearl drops 
Of necklet unclasped on the sea. 



Bermuda, I knew not thy beauties, 
They startle with fairy-like gleam; 

Unlike all the grandeur IVe witnessed, 
This seems like a new-woven dream ; 
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A sudden and beautiful vision, 
Just conjured from out the blue deep, 

And ready to vanish as quickly 
As airy creations of sleep. 



No fear I shall ever forget thee, 
Too deeply thy scenes are impressed, 

Too vivid thy exquisite colours 
To fade as a shortly-lived guest. 



They sweep o*er the mind with the power 
Of melody's heart-felt appeals, 

When the rush of a joy just created, 
The gift of enjoyment reveals. 



I tell not thy many productions, 
I know that a thousand at least 

Of various plants here are rampant 
To grace a botanical feast : 
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From various climes they have wandered, 
And found a sure footing with thee, 

Who ever a warm hand and welcome 
Hast tendered with love true and free. 



I know that thy woods are invested 
With music on pinions so rich, 

That the eye cannot weary of watching 
For those that our glances bewitch: 



Nor the ear be fatigued with the phrases 
All woven of notes clear and soft, 

That, uttered amid the dark branches, 
Are calling our spirits aloft. 



I know that thy waters are crowded 
With loveliest life that can move, 

Amid growths of a flowering sea-bed 
That Heaven's best handiworks prove. 
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No wonder that Moore at his leisure, 
From work that the Admiral gave, 

Was found 'neath a Calabash dreaming, 
And writing of cavern and wave. 



And now / have taken thy picture, — 
With pencil obscure I have traced, 

By means of the song that thou gav'st me, 
An outline with loyalty graced. 



Farewell, for we ne'er more behold thee; 

We speed toward the age of the weak, 
But thy memory glowing at sunset 

Shall gild the last vanishing streak. 



And those who in kindness have striven 
To aid us thy glories to know, 

Who welcomed us first to the Island 
With truest and heartiest glow, 
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Must evermore share the reflection 

That memory's mirror returns, 
When brightly the torch of St George's 

In absent hearts steadily burns. — 



Euterpe now is waving her adieu, 
And on her magic wand I seem to read 

In finest tracery of folded wish 
The parting words that with insistence plead : 



" Beyond my realms you both are wandering now, 

In all my strength you may not see me more, 
But should you meet a scion of my house 

Alone, in paths where you have strayed before. 
Then think how exiled from my native shores 

My powers pine, and call up from the past 
That truer vision in the tropic zone 

Where I am reigning o'er a kingdom vast." 
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iHERE where the ebony and satinwood 
Overshadow jungle in their darkest mood 
Concealing ruins, telling of a past 
That flourished nineteen decades ere the vast 
Outcome of Love had laid the one life low 
That all might live, and all the blessing know, 
There stood a Brazen Palace of renown, 
In oval isle the jewel and the crown. 
Its sixteen hundred granite pillars reach 
In forty lines of forty pillars each, 
On which the Royal halls, in massive strength, 
Repose in square of equal breadth and length. 
O sacred spot, illumed by misty rays 
Of ancient Buddhas in the vanished days ! 
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The lioly Bo-tree shadowing thy gate, 

The lofty Pillar in its carven state, 

The Granite Bull, perchance of Ephraim, 

Revolving slowly as the day grows dim, 

Thy name a dazzling star, what hast thou seen 

Of crime and sorrow, love, and joyous sheen ! 

Five years had Christian life upon the earth 
Been proved divine by Him of human birth 
Risen in glory, when a Sovereign came 
Who brought to Majesty a tarnished name; 
For even here Elloona's bosom feels 
The stabs of gnawing conscience : he who steals 
The sceptre by foul murder of the Queen, 
Shall he escape remorse so justly keen? 
But if that Queen be linked to him by tie 
Of kindred blood, 'tis crime of deepest dye. 
And none can trust him who none other trusts. 
He knows it now, and marks the rising gusts 
Of discontent that sway his subjects bold. 
So loyal once, and now so deadly cold. 
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And yet he dares not use repression's power 
For she, his wife beloved, awaits her hour; 
And he would shield her life from every fear 
That might endanger one he holds so dear. 
Then when she placed the Prince within his arms 
Joy swallowed pain, love quenched the old alarms, 
And 'neath the vaulted roof the echoes rang 
Of happy hearts unclouded by a pang. 
From hour to hour the revels had been kept 
When sudden thro' the hall the night-wind swept. 
And banded ruffians seizing on their King 
Bore him, 'mid lazy guards, at one fell spring 
Into the court beneath. The Granite Bull 
Swayed round its horns in fight ; the moon was frill ; 
The Ficus shed some glittering leaves in space 
As ruin stared the Monarch in the face. 
Who soon within a barrbd prison stood 
The victim of rebellious subjects' mood. 

Stunned by the blow, stung with the sense of shame. 
The young Queen's blood became as living flame. 
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She turned to gaze upon her darling boy, 

A dreadful fear replacing all the joy; 

She snatched him to her breast with moaning 

wild: 
" If thus they treat the father, how the child ? 
What if they torture these soft limbs of thine. 
And greedy cruelty with horrors twine? 
Better, far better thou wert even dead." 
Then turning to her weeping Ayah, said : 
"Clothe him in robes that best befit a Prince, 
With costly jewels deck his frame; for since 
I cannot save him from their subtlety 
I will provide a death I cannot see. 
Take him, and lay him at the ponderous feet 
Of our State Elephant ; be true, be fleet ; 
His tread is sure, no lingering death is there, 
No quivering nerve distorts the smile so fair, 
And dark annihilation then is bliss." 
And she obeyed. Queens cannot do amiss. 
But as she deftly draped her little charge 
Tear after tear overflowed eye's velvet marge, 
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And sobs convulsed her as she laid him down 
Before the boldest beast in all the town. — 
The animal uncurled his spiral trunk 
And touched the little breast : it had not shrunk 
From the encounter; baby arms were raised 
To embrace the beast, the while he earnest gazed 
Upon his new companion. Who shall say 
What force of sympathy came into play 
Between the two? The Elephant inspired 
With some new thought that every action fired, 
Turned him aside, to leave the child unhurt, 
And with gigantic strength of instant spurt 
Broke from his chains, dashed thro* the guards afright 
That stood before the prison day and night. 
Tore down the gates, and forced an entrance bold 
Into the very cell of that stronghold 
Containing the ex- King; then meekly knelt 
In homage true. 

Elloona startled, felt 
New life course through his veins : he agile leapt 
Upon his back, and none could intercept 
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His flight throughout the great domed Capital.: 
He traversed it as flash of cannon-ball, 
Nor paused he till the creamy ocean's brink 
Lay at his feet. With leisure then to think 
He led his kind preserver 'neath the shade 
Of Palm and Bread-fruit ere the light should fade, 
Then set himself to watch for any bark 
Horizon might reveal. Night closed in dark : 
No moon, no stars, only the lamp-lights pale 
Of dancing fire-flies. Day tore the veil 
With crimson rents, and threads of burnished gold 
As he lay chafing still : and now behold 
A vessel of Malay came bearing down 
Upon that coast with Coco fringe overgrown. 
Swiftly he loosed the clasp of turban-fold. 
When yard on yard of finest web unrolled 
Fluttered abroad as signal. Soon the keel 
Is cutting through the sand like blade of steel, 
Then, bearing him away to other shores, 
The winged rescue every hope restores. — 
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Soon thro' the city spread the wildest tale 
Which grew in mystery from vale to vale. 
"A miracle," they cried, "the Gods are wroth; 
He burst his prison like a ripened moth. 
The priests declare an evil spirit dwells 
Within the Elephant. Throughout the dells 
Let none approach him if he should be found." 
And thus at large, upon his chosen ground. 
He feared nor spear, nor poisoned weapon's swing, 
For Buddha's followers kill no living thing. 

The Queen, awaking from excitement's snare. 
Which stamps as virtue what is strained and rare, 
Felt all the rush of mother-love within 
Breed execration of her late-born sin. 
Bereft of all a woman holds most dear, 
Husband and child both gone, with none to cheer, 
What booted life to ?ur if death atone 
For murder planned in grief by her alone? 
Down to the Tank she went, and leaning o'er 
Its carven rim, the liquid mirror-floor 
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Gave back an image beauteous in the main, 

So saddened now by furrowing of pain. 

With arms upraised she was prepared to fall 

When a babe's features loosed her from her thralL 

Reflected on the surface of the deep 

The little face beamed on and made her creep, 

* 

So like it was :' then turning round to see 

If 'twere a vision or reality, 

She caught it from the faithful Ayah's arms 

And hugged it to her breast, noting its charms 

As only mothers can, its hungry cry 

Being her longing heart's best melody. 

Then when she heard the true unvarnished tale 

Of child and husband saved, she longed to hail 

The faithful Elephant, as yet untraced, 

Who never with her will should be replaced. 

Three years crept slowly by to widowed heart, 
Although her vigorous boy now took his part 
In much that filled her life. In work and play 
They made each other's joy. They sat one day 
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In converse long beneath the sacred tree : 
(For e'en the rebels feared to bid her flee 
After the King was spirited away; 
As Queen without a kingdom she might stay :) 
Each bird was trilling out its urgent note 
When distant clank of arms her hearing smote, 
And fear of strange invasion mingled now 
With brighter hope that shone upon her brow. 
She started to her feet, then doubtful leant 
Against the carven Pillar, all intent 
To catch the earliest glimpse of joy or woe 
That might betide her. Meantime calling low, 
She beckoned to her boy. The puzzled child 
Ran past her feet, and clapped with action wild 
His little hands, delighted at the sight 
Of moving army glittering in the light. 
But she was blind with tears, tho' not of grief ; 
For, marching at the head as mighty Chief 
She saw Elloona, who had fought his way 
From coast to Capital with kingly sway, 
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And with Malayan force in brief campaign 
Victorious entered on his own again. 



No revel since could ever bear the palm 
Above that ecstacy of joyous calm, 
For naught was wanting. E'en the faithful beast, 
Hearing strange noises, left his jungle feast, 
And followed in the rear the army's tread : 
Then, recognizing scenes where he was bred, 
He trotted on in wilder path than they. 
Crashing the trees and creepers in his way, 
And reached the Palace as the loving pair 
Were wishing their preserver had been there. 
He knelt before them ; then the father raised 
The young Prince on his back, and greatly praised 
His faithfulness; and all their lives the two 
Were friends. EUoona paid him honour due 
With best attendants from the hamlets round, 
And ne'er a kinder master e'er was found. 
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WAS near a hundred years ago, 
Removed beyond the City's din 
A cottage stood enwreathed in bloom, 
Beauty without and peace within. 

A man whose scanty locks are bleached 
By seventy summers nearly told, 

Sits in a silent room alone, 

Enweaving thoughts in web of gold. 

The wife he would not leave, to share 
The honours of an English Court, 

Is counting o'er past deeds of love 
That all her soul with joy transport. 
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It is his hour of happy toil, 

And silently he scans the page 
Where the great birth-throes of the world 

In vivid form his mind engage. 



He sees the great chaotic void, 
The Spirit brooding o'er the deep, 

And feels the ecstatic joy of God 
When light awakes creation's sleep. 



The heavenly choirs now seem to breath 

In rising tones of Jubilee, 
And all their notes an echo wake 

Within his spirit blissfully. 



His eyes a youthful radiance shoot 
As hope illumes his ardent breast, 

While harmonies, in surging power. 
Are interweaving all his best. 
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" I shall succeed !" the master cries, 

**For God himself will shape the chord; 

The truest inspiration comes 
For ever from the living Lord." 



He sank upon his knees and prayed: 
"Lord, give Thy blessing and Thy power! 

That I may duly sound Thy praise 

Be Thine the words, and Thine the dower ! 



That so through all creation's wonders 
Thy people ever know Thy voice, 

And let me syllable in music 

The language of Thy sacred choice." 



Then Haydn rose, and while his fingers 
Wandered o'er the changeful keys, 

In tones seraphic came the whispers 
Of the Celestial symphonies, 
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Advancing ever as the Anthem, 
Rolling onward, burst in i)raise, 

Until the Oratorio's moulding 
Stood before his mental gaze. 



This but the prelude, now to work; 

And then in holiday attire 
Of festive thought he dons the ring, 

The gift of Frederick William's Sire, 



Whose dazzling diamonds ever rest 
Upon his hand whene'er he works, 

Deeming in that great Monarch's gift 
A talismanic power lurks. 



With flashing eye his pen he wields, 
And happiness is in his smile. 

Till some small cloud impedes the light. 
And he is troubled for a while. 
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A " Help me, Lord ! " has burst from him, 
And "now again the music flows, 

Which down the lengthening aisles of time 
With ever new-born beauty glows. 



What has disturbed this silent peace? 

Sudden his wife is standing there. — 
"The time is past for music now, 

Vienna lost, our city bare; 



For Bonaparte is on his way, 

Our Arch-duke Charles has been repulsed, 
And e'en our Emperor has fled, 

And all the nation is convulsed." 



"Who dares to say the Emperor fled?" 

" Alas ! 'tis true, the Treasury 
Is also moved, and time methinks 

That we should pack our wares and flee." 
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"Is this the time to think of wares? 

The Emperor has fled; that means 
That perils are about him, we, 

The faithful folk on whom he leans. 



For him our prayers and thoughts should be; 

Let none in hour of danger quail. 
But lift our hearts to God in trust 

Who cannot, will not let us fail. 



Why do the people now lament, 
And wear despair upon their brow? 

Yea rather should they sing and pray. 
And listen, /will teach them how!" 



And proudly Haydn sits him down 
While choral tones are issuing 

From his brave heart, and verses new 
In clear, spontaneous accents ring. 
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** God save our gracious Emperor !" 
The hymn and prayer we know so well 

Then burst like magic from his soul, 
While wife and servants bowing fell 



And once again in fourfold part 

The voices all together rang, 
And then the great composer wrote 

The glorious hymn they trembling sang. 



** Now send it through the streets, the town, 
Let all the people learn it now; 

And should Napoleon venture here 
We'll face him with unclouded brow. 



Singing the Hymn Imperial, 

Which God will hear; and for my part 
Each day that life beats in these veins 

I'll play that hymn with all my heart." 
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Eight years have sped, and Bonaparte, 
No longer Consul, takes the crown 

Across the corpse of Enghien slain, 
In spite of universal frown. 



Milan has owned him for her King, 
And Ulm has yielded to his might, 

Now Russia joins with Austria 
To put the conqueror's force to flighL 



Impatiently Vienna waits 
The happy tidings of success, 

And crowds go forth along the road 
To meet their coming happiness. 



A sparkling light begins to gleam, 
A measured tramp resounds at last. 

Thousands of flashing eyes are strained 
To see their own victorious massed. 
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Not these the Austrian uniforms, 
Not there the Russian colours float, 

The hated Tricolor aloft 

Their agonizing vision smote : 



While some disarmed and stricken men 
As Russian prisoners met their gaze 

The cries of victory were merged 
In shoutings of the Marseillaise. 



The music ceased, an order given, 
Four soldiers ope'd a garden gate; 

The indignant crowd, with fear possessed. 
Were trembling for old Haydn's fate. 



But see, as guard about his door 

The Frenchmen range themselves, the band 
Strikes up at once "In verdure clad," 

The favourite of every land ! 
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A venerable head is seen 

At upper casement to appear, 
With pallid brow and trembling lips, 

For Austerlitz has claimed a tear. 



Yet with the energy of youth 

He flings his arms towards the crowd, 
"Sing, people of Vienna, sing. 

Sing out our favourite hymn aloud." 



And as he leads with ringing voice 
"God save our gracious Emperor," 

The thousands join with bounding hearts 
In front of France's Tricolor. 



The surging throng are singing on, 
The victors marching as they list, 

And in the old composer's eyes 
Is gathering a diamond mist 
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f^j\ Y God, 'tis hard to lie 

Beneath the ban of crime. 
And as a traitor yield my life 
Now, in my youthful prime. 
Because I loved Thy Word, 

And felt the need of prayer 
Compel my absence from the crowd 
Of scoffers in their lair. 

In this our sister Isle, 

Where rebels swarm and rage, 
Are those less fit to quell the strife 

Who scan Thy sacred page? 
As Isaac went at eve 

Into the fields to pray, 
So I have found in meads and sky 

A sanctuary and stay. 
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Strange that the pride of corps 

Is power to drink and swear, 
So that no man believes my tale 

Of why I wandered there ; 
But rather stamps me false, 

A vile and treacherous thing. 
Oh ! should not he who fears his Go J 

Give honour to his King? 

For had I joined the throng 

Of rebels in the land, 
What juster doom than prison walls 

And traitor's death as brand I 
And yet I thank Thee, Lord, 

That innocent I die; 
The life Thou gav'st is ever Thine 

To all eternity. 

Thus mused the man condemned, 

In days, we trust, gone by, 
When England's army was not manned 

By Christianity. 
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A hundred years ago 

But few, in high command, 

Had courage e'en to raise the tone 
Of those they held in hand. 

But one great General heard, 

Amid the banquet's din, 
The jesting sneers as they spoke of one 

Awaiting the doom of sin : 
Of one to be shot at mom 

As a truant rebel foe. 
As if with his Bible and prayer 

He could parry the coming blow 

"Was that his sole excuse?" 

The General asked, "I fain 
Would see the man to-night, and hear 

Him say the same again." 
They brought him to the Mess. 

The veteran asked with ruth. 
What his defence to charge so grave? 

" I only spoke the truth ; 
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For General I went 

To read God's word and pray." 
The piercing eye grew dim, he bade 

The honest soldier stay. 
** Kneel down," he said, "pray here, and now." 

The man sank on his knees, 
And earnest supplication rose 

With inspiration's ease : 

Humbly confessing sin. 

He claimed the Saviour's power, 
Committing all his soul to God 

In that most solemn hour. 
His prayer went up on high 

Not for himself alone, 
For King and country, friends and foes, 

He pleaded at the Throne; 

So that the hush around 

Of awe-struck hearts surprised. 
Betokened Whose the presence was 

That they had thus despised. 
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" No man," the General said, 

"Could pray thus fervently 
Unless he oft communion sought, 

And found with Deity." 

Thus judgment was reversed ; 

And he, who thought to die, 
Was linked in faithful servitude 

With him who proved the lie; 
And who in time removed 

Him to another corps, 
That sailed away o'er southern seas 

To touch an Eastern shore, 

Where once Ind's mountain spur, 

Wooing the wild salt wave. 
Was caught and kept in its warm embrace 

A willing and beauteous slave. 
An Isle where the emerald green 

Tones off into golden lights, 
And prolific plains like a zone enclose 

Productive peakfed heights. 
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Beneath the graceful arch 

Of Coco's spreading Pahn 
He wanders oft down mystic aisles, 

Crowned with a holy calm. 
Poised o'er horizon's rim, 

The stellar Cross incites 
A longing for the spread of truth 

That all in Christ unites ; 

And knowing that the land 

Teemed with idolatry, 
As Vishnu, Siva, Buddha, all 

Had temples fair to see. 
He thought one heathen tongue 

At least might praise the Lord, 
And thus he toiled at Singalese 

Translating God's own Word. 

And still in these our days 

His works do follow him; 
His Bible 'tis Ceylon hath used 

In all the interim. 

K 
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DREAMLAND. 




WAS eventide, when hearts are wont to prate 
Of things the glaring day may never hear. 
Two human souls in converse deeper grew, 
For kindly shades concealed the glowing cheek, 
Heart spoke to heart ; and she who scarce could 

bear 
To meet his glance, lest, at its eloquence, 
Pity's reply should seem half love to him, 
She now unrolled the parchment of the past, 
And bid him read her as she once had been. 
Though Leonard's heart was heavy at the core, 
He longed to drain the cup ; as those in grief 
Will seek the saddest music, revelling 
In that intenser woe of hopelessness 
Borne on the wings of song ; when melting tones, 
Striking the inner chord's deep harmony. 
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Vibrate to something felt and owned before, 
But ne'er till now so torturingly real. 
So he, with holden breath, did list to hear 
Accents of love from trembling lips that ne'er 
Could frame the like to bless his glowing heart : 
And thus with drooping lashes Eva spake : 



** There was a time I did so long to die ; 
I felt so lonely in this busy world 
Where I was but a burden. Day by day 
Some little task of love, some homely care 
Devolved upon another. I who loved 
To be the server, now became the served : 
And as the wanderer hails each stock and stone 
Reminding him of childhood's happy haunts, 
I greeted failing strength and quickening pulse 
As happy harbingers of Home so near; 
And there were shades of loved ones, gone before, 
Who beckoned me to come. I needed not 
To ask for strength to die, but rather prayed 
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For patience till allowed to pass away. 
I bid adieu to spring when summer came, 
And autumn's glow betokened winter's death : 
Each season startled me to find me here 
An unexpected guest. Three times they came, 
Three times I bade farewell, yet could not go. 

Then came a period of wild unrest, 
A yearning craving for I knew not what 
*Take Thou my heart!' I cried, * since I must live 
And bend it to Thy will; give me Thyself, 
Or what Thou wilt, so as the choice be Thine.' 

Amid the gloom of that conflicting night 

A form arose ; I could not see its shape : 

I only felt a strange subduing calm 

Which witnessed of its presence. Far I strained 

My gaze, yet naught discerned; I stretched my 
hand 

And grasped but emptiness ; and yet, 'twas there ! 

The chary mist rolled by, and half disclosed 
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The brightness it had veiled. I turned and fled. 

* It is not real : yet, what if it be true ? ' 

1 dared not ask, but drew the curb on thought, 

Nor slacked the rein, altho* it pawed and chafed 

Like high-bred hunter, longing for the chase. 

I strove to enter into other's joys. 

And studied nature in a northern home. 

I joined the throng of nations to behold 

The vastness of conception, as displayed 

In works of art ; soul breathing statuary, 

And rare inventions cunningly devised. 

And made subservient to the wants of man. 

I left this peaceful shore to realize 

Those scenes of conflict and of bloody strife, 

Where pleading Queens had quailed before the mob, 

And monarchs fled before their subjects' ire : 

Where he, most steeped in crime, was placed most 
high. 

Until some fiend, more daring yet, and vile, 

Wreaked his revenge, and filled the vacant post. 

I saw the spoils of conquest wrongly won. 
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And wept o'er tombs of early virtue dead 

I lived in History's past 'Twas all in vain. 

Dense steam compressed will burst the stibngest 
case, 

A torrent stayed rushes with double force : 

The sea of love within, pent up by day, 

Returned a double tide upon the night; 

Its curling waves broke in a foam of prayer 

All glistening with the rainbow of his name." 

She paused, a mantling blush of modesty 
O'erspread^her brow, to think she'd told so much. 

" On, on," cried Leonard, " let me know at least, 
How thy poor heart found rest." 

** I reached the brink of England's southern coast, 
And there, laid low upon a bed of pain. 
The struggle ceased. Darkness was stealing o'er 
My sight; it grew, and I was forced to lie 
Inactive, hidden from the light of day. 
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But then the film of mental vision fell. 

Clear as the snowy peaks of Bernese Alps 

Arose that gift of God within my heart, 

Distant, yet wondrous near; no phantom cloud, 

But calm, immovable in majesty. 

Why did I love him? why did gentle Hope 

Soothe with her breath the wound, and gild my 
dreams. 

Stealing my hopeless doubts ? I could not choose 

But hug her for her pains and bid her stay." 

"In lonely darkness didst thou combat this? 

Couldst thou not breathe heaven's spirit-healing 
breeze, 

Or look fair nature in the face ? " 

"Oh ! yes. 
When dazzling day retired, and grey-robed eve 
Led twilight by the hand, I loved to gaze 
On ocean's blushing cheek, and know no eye, 
Save God's alone, saw what those depths contained. 
My chiefest friend, the moon, hasting away 
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To greet him, then returning brought his smile 
Which he had given her. No western gale 
But bore on downy wing of outstretched love 
The music of his voice. Oh, might the east 
But waft mine back again ! 

Ten long sad weary months had dragged their 
course 

Since last I saw him. Now he was to come. 

How wildly beat my heart, how I did dread 

That which I longed for most. Like the deep pool, 

Where counter-currents meet, the surface smooth 

Revealed no trace of turbidness beneath : 

It lay in plane delusive, cold and calm, 

For passion smothered makes us hypocrites. 

When he was gone, darkness that might be felt 

Told what a glow had passed. I called it back 

With every look, and every word he said. 

Why, when he neared the thought so dear to me, 

Did my own voice refuse me utterance ? 

Could he have thought that hush betokened pain ? 



DREAMLAND. 137 

Oh ! then he ne'er had read hearts right, for know 
The greatest joy is that which silence speaks. 



He envied me those Scottish wanderings, 
'Mid scenes where Nature's lavish hand had piled 
Mountains and rocks in wildest phantasy. 
All mirrored in the attendant glassy lochs; 
With deep rent glens, streaming at every pore, 
And weeping vegetation into life. 
I trod the ground where kilted heroes fell, 
Betrayed and slaughtered in a lonely pass. 
Not far from hence mysterious Ossian dwelt 
In eyrie cavern of the dizzy rock. 
I paused on Katrine's brink, passed Ellen's Isle, 
To see Scott's fiction budding into truth : 
With Highland Chieftains, and with Gaelic boors, 
I leapt the reel, and sipped the mountain dew. 
But sadly left a sigh in every nook 
Since he, my all, was wanting everywhere." 
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**And didst thou never tell, hadst thou no ear 
In which to pour thy tidal sprrow's stream?" 



**I could not hide my grief from one tried friend 
Who crept and nestled in my sorrowing heart. 
In years much older, but in love so young, 
From distant lands, and yet in thought so near : 
She was the rock on which my passion broke 
In oft recurring waves; wet — dashed with spray, 
She shone through tears of streaming sympathy. 
We were together in that dreamy land 
Which spoke her language, tho' she ne'er had seen 
The glories it contained. She lived in books. 
And they had been her world, for once she owned 
Her deepest loves were those of authors dead. 
Thus Goethe's home, Thorwaldsen's bas-reliefs, 
Cities teeming with ancient memories. 
Deep, earnest Rhine, the poet's favourite theme 
Were^ to her mind, a never-ending feast. 
But I was nature's child ; my earliest dawn 
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Was streaked with tropic glows, whose blazing fires 
Are not yet out. With a wild grief at sea 
I watched the sinking sun, a crimson globe, 
Gorged by the hungry deep, and quailed to think 
It never might return. 'Tis on me now, 
The awful fascination of those stars, 
Hanging mid-air between me and the heavens, 
Beckoning me up with their eternal gaze. 
Or they would fall and crush me with their glory. 
No wonder then that legend-breathing mounts 
Remained my friends, with vaguest joy enrobed. 
While she complained that their proximity 
Oppressed the sense, / had at fancy's bound 
O'erleapt them, stood upon the summit, poised 
On fleecy clouds had floated down the abyss. 
And risen in vapour to the adjoining peaks. 
And oh ! the dreams, wilder than any legend. 
The airy castles built on every crag 
Of gorge and pass in fairy Switzerland ! 
Some come here to forget. Could / do so ? 
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Why every waterfall would prate of him. 
Smooth arches pouring restless energy, 
Bright musing threads, wandering in greenery, 
Shy, gauzy textures veiling solid rock, 
With their mysterious power to attract. 
On mighty pinnacles of strata torn 
Rise the dark pines in crowning stateliness. 
Or dip fond fingers in the crystal stream. 
What stilly evenings ! throwing purple rays, 
Gold, green, and crimson, till the iris lake 
Like one vast sheet of bright enamel lies ; 
Fair Jungfrau blushing at the day's farewell. 
Then deadly pale, until his near approach 
Illume her features with prophetic glow." 



"Would I had seen this land of poesy, 

For grandly there must thought on fancy break 

Amid sublimity." 



"The mind adores; 
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The spirit rarified ascends to God 

In one continual atmosphere of prayer. 



Then came a time of poignant misery ; 
More utter woe I ne'er shall feel again. 
To crush, forget, abandon in a day 
The ruling principle of three years life ; 
Uproot by force the silent growth of love, 
Sprung from a soil of prayer, watered by dews 
Of oft renewing faith, tended by hope. 
Supported by the pillar of esteem ! 
Was it a crime to love? and must I wean 
My heart from him because he suffers too? 
For he was ill; I feared the worst, and yet 
The thought that he might die was fraught with joy : 
In heaven he'll know how deeply I have loved him ! 
Those grievous wakings ! when each morning's light 
Renewed the pain oblivious night had numbed. 
Only in sorrow's depths we learn the touch 
Of Him who giveth His beloved sleep. 
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f 

Some joyful flashes yet have lit the gloom ; 
Some glory-rents, adown that stormy sky, 
Have oped to close again in pitchy night ; 
Yet left in pity on mind's retina 
A borrowed light to gild the next dark hour." 



"And did that dark hour come?" 



"It did. Behold 
The struggle's witness in these long-penned lines.'' 

Inextricable labyrinth of thought ! 
Thy tangled mazes, closing round my soul, 
Make my poor reason as a thing of naught 
And take from me the power of control. 

No shipwrecked mariner amid the storm, 
Clinging to a frail raft, could battle more 
Than I with passion, when the long-loved form 
Must be expelled while yet it doth implore. 



DREAMLAND. 1 43 

They say *'Be strong, forget, 'tis but a dream." 
It may be so, but is it less divine 
To love with all one's strength, without a gleam 
Of coming joy, yet never to repine ? 

Four years that dream, fresh as from heaven's hand 
Hath bloomed a Paradise within my heart ; 
Rare plants have blossomed in that teeming land, 
And many a herb with balm to heal the smart. 

In beauteous garments have my thoughts been 
clad, 

A halo played around the brows of earth, 
A gushing joy, at times so heavenly sad. 
But proved the plenty by succeeding dearth. 

" Four years ! didst thou not wish that darkling space 
Had been erased, and left thy life a blank 
Rather than, thus adorned, to pine?" 

"See here the written thought which entered 
there." 
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If all ends here, if dying lies my hope, 

I cannot, would not wish it otherwise. 

Ay, I have felt the power, the depth, the scope 

Of mind's magician love, no earth-born prize, 



But a rare gift whose value ever grew. 
Weaving its fibres with my very life 
Until they snapped ; and then, oh ! then I knew 
I was not worthy to become his wife. 



'Twas but an angel strain, whose harmony 

So inundated thought that I was left 

Rapt in an ecstacy of melody, 

Nor guessed that all was hushed, and I bereft. 



Oh ! I could live for ever on the tone 
Of those wild echoes, drinking in the sound 
Of distant music, happy, tho' alone, 
JBut that another with my fate is bound. 
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See that broad river, hedged on every side, 
Without an outlet for its current force: 
Think you this mighty stream will now subside 
Because impeded in its onward course ? 



I tell you nay, for love will form a lake, 
Whose quiet depths will mirrored beauties bear, 
And in the embrace of dipping bush and brake, 
Will rest in destiny so rippling fair. 



In softened whispers came this truth to me. 
Conviction's lamp hath paled the sickly doubt ; 
Before me stands revealed the eternity 
Of love. Oh ! what indeed were life without ! 



A saddened blank, all musicless and cold; 
A starless night where storms will wreak their worst; 
A plant, whose growth no beauties can unfold, 
A famished soul with an eternal thirst. 
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As her last accents died upon the air 

He felt that blank, that starless night, that thirst. 

Yet turned to go, for fire lit her eye. 

•*Thou art not mine," he said; "but till I see 
Another claim thee as his wedded wife 
I cannot give thee up." 

Eva long had watched the sunset, 
Dim and cold with clouds obscured, 

When the storm-drift's gilded edges 
Flushed romance, and then allured, 

Slie had built amid the ruins 
Costly towers countermured. 

"Day for me no more returneth. 

But in sorrow's dusky night 
Woman wields a mighty influence 

Oft for good : this scenic light. 
Struggling thro' the. shifting vapours, 

Warmly breaks upon my sight. 
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Can I not in tempest's raging 

Take my duty at the helm, 
Trusting to the love-beam painting 

Autumn lights upon the elm, 
To ensure that darkness never 

Shall my life with woe overwhelm?" 



She had acted on the longing 
For some soul-ennobling work, 

Had surrendered in the distance 
Her unsheathed denial-dirk; 

Then had lived for years in clinging 
To the hope where doubt doth lurk; 



Training thought and mind and purpose 

Those far duties to fulfil, 
That no fault in her might linger, 

(Cramping-cords to bind her will,) 
But all tend to make her union 

Highest happiness instil. 
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So she scarcely marked the fading 
Of the colours in that sky ; 

Held on to the tints of purple 
That in sombre grey must die, 

With the retina's retention 

Seeing what had long gone by. 



Thus, when after night-long brooding, 
Dawn came creeping up the east. 

And the glow of deep affection 
Spread a life-long bridal feast. 

With both head and heart averted 
This had seemed to move her least. 



Here no mystery enshrouded 
What was growing in the light; 

Fair and open, true and tender, 
Dreaming not of wasting blight, 

I^eonard's soul had sprung to meet her, 
Claiming love as love's own right. 
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When he knew her depth of trouble 
He had schooled his mind to wait, 

Crushing pride, as quite unworthy 
Such a love to relegate; 

Strong in faith, in prayer unceasing, 
Trusting Him who rules our fate; 



Watching that no word unguarded 
'Scape his lips to give her pain. 

Highly strung he knew her nature, 
Answering to the faintest strain 

Tremulous as harp ^olian; 
For in this the spell had lain. 



As he watched with truer instinct 

Fairy colouring depart, 
Eva felt esteem unfolding 

Strike deep root within her heart, 
Bursting into buds of beauty, 

Gently healing sorrow's smart. 
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So when hope extinguished left her 
Stranded on the shore of life. 

Knowing all the joy before her 
If victorious in the strife, 

She had prayed that love might make her 
Worthy to become his wife. 



And ere yet the prayer was ended 
Love's sweet messenger was sent, 

Wreathing joy unbounded round her 
As he sped on his descent, 

Chasing every cloud before him 
In that tear-stained firmament. 



Who shall measure then the blessing 
Resting on each happy brow, 

When the stormy past but hallows 
All the bliss that crowns them now. 

Standing in God's house united 
By the bonds of wedded vow I 
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Time, which weaves and rends asunder, 
Streaked their life with changeful hues ; 

Peace and war, and pain and parting, 
All that love with strength endues, 

Came in trial's guise to lead them. 
Angel hands with mercy's clues. 



Ere the earth twelve times had travelled 
Past the day that made them one. 

In their happy home there entered 
Friendship that past years had spun, 

And a message was delivered 
From an early, setting sun : 



(( ( 



Twas no dream that he did love you. 

For he bids me tell you now, 
All his life was carved to win you, 

When your plighted marriage vow 
Left him stunned and broken-hearted. 

Mute, yet ever wondering how. 
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*^A11 the years of silent toiling 
Bright successi the world's acclaim, 

Naught can still that troublous yearning 
Yet to fathom sorrow's maim, 

By the knowledge that you held him 
True and earnest, free from blame. 



''Could he know that you were happy, 
Really won, and deeply blest, 

Then, as love is never, selfish, 
He might joy in your acquest, 

And his loving spirit's chafing 
Would relax, and be at rest." 



Never cometi cleaving ether, 
Bursting on the astonished gaze, 

Spread its glories out before her 
As this roused her deep amaze, 

All the spectred past assuming 
Rounded outline through the haze. 
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Maiden love, all unrequited, 
She had borae as bitter shame, 

Crushing down the glowing embers. 
Banishing his very name, 

Thinking all his tender pathos 

Clustered round some other flame : 



For no sooner had she fancied 
That the hidden furnace shot 

Tell-tale lights above the surface, 
Playing o*er unguarded spot. 

Than he vanished from her vision, 
And the years beheld him not. 



All so near that counted minutes 
Might have brought him to her side; 

All so far that nothing reached him 
Whether woe or weal betide ; 

For he stood aloof, in silence, 
Just as one who might have died. 
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While the blood went coursing wildly 
Through her heart to know him true, 

All the waste of deep affection, 
All the pangs that were its due, 

All the hopelessness of comfort 
Passed her soul in full review: 



And she dared not pen the message 
That might rouse the past in power, 

Till in Leonard's ear she'd whispered, 
And received confession's dower; 

When a tide of rushing feeling 
Fell in sympathizing shower. 



Then she rose, and turned the pages 
Of the records of the past; 

Finding much the Muse had woven, 
When Calliope had cast 

Meaning glances on Erato 
To adorn the protoplast. 
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These shall take my message to him; 

Here he cannot fail to see 
How a blessing yet may blossom, 

Budding, rising silently 
From the manes of buried treasures 

In the vanished not-to-be. 



Then he'll know I did not scorn him; 

Needless now to write of love, 
When the very thought is treason 

To the one I hold above 
All who lived to touch my heart-strings, 

And my secret dreams unglove. 



When the breeze that stirred her spirit 

Left it, toning to a calm. 
Harmony's grand chords came sweeping 

O'er her soul in measured balm, 
Bringing all the past before her 

In a thrilling moving psalm : 
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And she fought the fight so strangely 
While the tones were lingering on, 

Angered at the power of music 
Thus to grieve and lead her on, 

Heedless of the joys around her 
On the heights of Helicon. 



One short moon had barely flitted, 
When a record came to hand 

That had lain for weeks in waiting; 
Then she came to understand 

How, the very eve she listened, 
Rapt in harmonies so grand, 



He was pouring out his suffering 
In the tale of his own life; 

living scenes upon the canvas, 
Painting hope, resolve, and strife. 

All the paving of his purpose 
Once to claim her as his wife. 
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As if spirits, linked in fetters 

Forged by love in vanished years, 

Never could be so dissevered 
In their longings and their fears, 

But a time may burst upon them 
When each soul the other nears. 



Oh ! the glorious hope this teaches! 

For if here these bonds are held 
Where so much is all imperfect, 

Dimly seen, or quite withheld," 
How shall they not be united 

Whom the holiest ties do weld, 



When the years lay down their burden 

At the gates of Paradise, 
And the Love, which shone resplendent 

Through the pangs of Sacrifice, 
Beams on all He died to rescue, 

All heart-cravings to suffice ! 
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Leonard's eye was full upon her, 
When she asked his leave to read 

What for her alone was written. 
Smilingly he heard her plead; 

And, with trusting love's assurance, 
Bid her answer all his need. 



"Never leave a cloud between you. 
Frankly tell him all the past ; 

It may ease his heavy burden ; 
And his life, so overcast, 

Yet may break in sunny glintings 
And run peacefully at last." 



Page on page spread out before her, 
Eva saw how, from the first, 

Long ere she had felt the burden 
He was suffering love's great thirst; 

Yet for twenty years he bore it 
Ere confession from him burst ! 
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"When I felt the thrill that moved me 

At a look, a word of thine, 
Knowing all the fates against me, 

That I dared not call thee mine, 
Then I placed the globe between us 

As the separation line. 



All in vain ! the haunting vision 
Daily grew in strength and grace; 

And when years had forged the bidding 
Homeward footsteps to retrace, 

I had hardly reached the threshold 
When I met thee face to face. 



Higher hand than mine was in it, 

So I bowed to the decree; 
All the current of my being 

One bright gleam had changed for me. 
And I vowed to toil in earnest, 

Working, waiting silently. 
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For I reasoned, if her welfare 
Without me is incomplete, 

She will wait U it he nai so, 
Only / shall sorrow meet ; 

So I laboured, ever hopeful. 
In the hush of my retreat 



Rarely as I dared to see thee, 
I believed thou knewest all : 

Time, for me, had no existence; 
Following that urgent call. 

With a happy goal before me, 
Years had fled beyond recall 



Years in which my life was crowded 
With all high and noble thought ; 

Nothing mean could find an entrance 
Where thine image shelter sought, 

In a wonderland of beauty 
With imagination fraught 
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I had never sought to bind thee, 
And for years we ne^er had met, 

When one eve my task seemed finished; 
All the toil, and all the fret 

Might be laid aside for ever, 
Crowned with love's own coronet. 



Joy unmeasured hovering round me 
Rose with morning's glorious sun : 

Forth I sped, each pulse exulting, 
Life transfused with thoughts of one 

Who for ten long years had ruled me 
As my heart's hyperion. 



Ere I reached that home so sacred 
Friendship's grasp had seized my hand, 

And a question then was asked me 
Which I failed to understand, 

Wandering in a dream of longing 
On a fateful spirit-strand : 

M 
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'Say, how is it that I find you 
Here, on such a day as this, 

Not among the guests assembled 
III the sacred edifice, 

Where your firiend as Bride has entered 
On a life of wedded bliss ?' 



How, in so supreme a moment 
I contrived the shock to hide, 

Covering o'er with careless language 
That a part of me had died, 

Is a mystery that clears not, 

But that love is yoked with pride. 



Oh ! the coming home to sorrow ! 

Brightest vision quenched in night; 
Aim of all my earnest striving 

Tom for ever from my sight; 
All the dreaming of a life-time 

Starting up from past delight, 
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False, fictitious, sport of fancy, 
Since to waken is to know 

That a glory self-created 
Needed but this bitter blow 

To assure me of ray folly, 
And to lay my being low. 



If again a tender feeling 

Whispered that it was not so ; 

That a time there was when surely 
I had seen affection's glow, 

Then there came the painful wonder 
Why my life such grief should know. 



Think not that the floods o'erwhelmed me, 

Making life a useless trust : 
Struggle as I might, a duty 

High and holy on me thrust. 
Now became the only beacon 

On the pathway all adust. 
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Some have even looked with envy 

On the orbit of my life, 
Free, unfettered by the clasping 

Of love's chain, with action rife. 
Could they do so had they pondered 

All this tale of loss and strife ? 



Sitting here amid the ashes 
Of a hope so long gone by, 

I can see why men esteemed me 
Cold, reserved, and briery, 

Never guessing that the brushwood 
Held the flower charily. 



For the dream yet haunts my spirit 
With a spell where'er I am ; 

Any good I may accomplish 
Is its soul's true anagram ; 

Any kindness shown to woman 
Has been in memoriam. 
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Now I know thou didst not scorn me 

I shall rest, and be at peace, 
Knowing, though my joy has fouudered, 

Thine must evermore increase, 
Side by side with one who nobly 

Sought my trouble's true release. 



God bless ihee^ and all thou lovest ! 

And if e'er in days to be 
Home should hold a sacred treasure, 

Loved and cherished there by me 
As the nearest and the dearest, 

I shall owe it unto thee." 



As the rose-cup, bowed with dew-drops 
Rises, decked with nameless grace. 

So the mind she had been reading 
Left a light on Eva's face, 

Which in all its tender meaning 
Leonard's eye was quick to trace: 
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And he looked in loving wonder 
As she hastened to his side; — 

" Could the sun just now but paint thee, 
Ere the turning of the tide 

Gently draws the wave-crest backward, 
And the swelling floods subside !" 



** Oh I my Leonard, think how nearly 
Joy and grief were poised that day. 

Had no friend been sent to warn him 
Ere we met in strange dismay, 

He a suppliant for possession, 
I in wedded Bride's array. 



Yet no shade of dark misgiving 
Clouded o'er our union then ; 

Only years of richest blessing 

Have entwined our hearts' Amen ; 

All the soreness of the sorrow 
Has been hidden from our ken. 
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I must tell him that a maiden 

Holding one above the rest, 
Dare not give a bruised life-time 

To a love all unexpressed; 
Dare not build upon affection 

That her heart has barely guessed. 



There is many a man, who failing 
Quite to quench what he would hide, 

Keeps the strong resolve for ever, 
Slaying love with sword of pride ; 

Shunning joy in lonely absence, 
Choosing prudence as his guide. 



Where the word of trust is spoken 
Maiden faith need know no end; 

Then the years of patient waiting 
Chastened joys may often lend. 

That the earlier days of longing 
In their glory far transcend. 
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Filial duty urges strongest 

Where the silence of the tomb 

Shrouds a hope that bears no proving 
As it settles into gloom, 

Raising doubts if it had ever 

Borne the strength to burst in bloom. 



Youthful prime sees many lovers, 
Sands of lifers short hour-glass : 

Some, like meteors in the darkness 
Flash to startle ere they pass ; 

Others cling with rare persistence, 
And their urgency amass, 



Unabashed by love's denial, 
Ne'er consenting to depart, 

Watching for hope's faintest glimmer 
That across their sky may dart. 

And erecting mighty structures 
From the fragments of a heart. 
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And the one who knows her future 

Moulded by a Loving Hand, 
Prayerful seeks to do His bidding, 

All His will to understand, 
With a trusting infant's courage 

Yielding to a clear command : 



Yet not hastily, lest feeling 

Set compassion all alight, 
And the generous glow illumine 

What might dwindle into night ; 
Knowing that the Great Commander 

Gives the love to make it right." 



So she wrote, and placed before him 
All her past in early days ; 

Held the mirror that reflected 
All the strangeness of his ways. 

When the only true solution 

Seemed the part a phantom plays. 
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Showed him how, the cable slipping. 
She had drifted on the locks. 

Where devotion's anchor held her 
From the strain of billowy shocks, 

Till the tidal wave had wrenched her 
From the shelter tempest mocks. 



How a haven then receiveii her, 
Strong, secure from storm and tide. 

On whose calm and buoyant surface 
She had floated to abide ; 

Hailing heart-rest oh 1 so gladly. 
Having nothing more to hide. 



Then she bid him stay his dreaming : 
"Dwell not on the might-have-been; 

Rather seek a gracious purpose 
In the fate that stepped between, 

And expect a welling blessing 
From the fount of the Unseen. 
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Think how years have changed the maiden, 
Now long past her woman's prime ; 

All the bloom so surely fading, 
Ere the ripened fruit of time, 

Softly shed from blossom's calyx, 
Seeks its home in higher clime : 



Could we meet, the dream would vanish." 
So she thought; and once it chanced 

That his foot was on the threshold 
Where her own had just advanced, 

And a door was closed behind him 
On which she, in passing, glanced. 



Then the voice, whose tones had never 
Struck her ear for sixteen years. 

Touched her with a thrill of sweetness 
Only buried music rears. 

When it breaks in chords of beauty 
On a strand of gathered tears.* 
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So she passed into the silence, 
'Neath a sky of lucid blue, 

Onwards urged by mighty longings 
To reveal to Leonard true, 

How she wished he had been with her 
And had sought an interview. 



Far removed from chance of meeting, 
Many years their course had sped. 

When one day the rare wish moved her 
Just to read who might be wed, 

When his name with Jiers stood linkbd 
Whom he to the altar led. 



And in time the same page told her 

How a little son was born; 
Then she knew that joy had reached him. 

Crowning all that life forlorn 
With the festive-wreathing garlands 

That affection best adorn. 
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" All my prayers for him are answered ; 

If she only worthy prove, 
All the doubled bliss of trusting, 

All the fullest joys of love. 
All the clinging cares of childhood 

Will that tender nature move." 



Yet no word went forth as greeting; 

"For the young wife may not know 
Why his early life stood lonely 

In the vanished long ago: 
Naught from me must e'er disturb them 

In their dream of wedded glow. 



Only when life's deepest cravings 
All are hushed in perfect rest; 

When the expectant soul is cleaving 
To the Holy Spirit-guest, 

Then he may look up, confessing 
That what has been, has been best." 
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THE GREAT COMET 

OF 

Sr/^/,, Oci.^ 1S82. 




iHE shouts of a glorious victoiy 
Are ringing through the air. 
When out there sweeps^ from the sun's embrace, 
A vision of beauty rare. 

So h'ghtly poised, with tenderest curve, 

Its graceful coma streams 
Aslant the eastern sky, till mom 

Has quenched it in its beams. 

Its bright starred nucleus lambent bums 

Like lamp in crystal case, 
So slowly dwindling as it flies 

In giant striding chase; 
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The train expanding *mid the orbs, 

A glittering order-band, 
Uniting the Lion and Unicom 

As badge of a favoured land. 



For, as it rises, the Pleiades 

Are on the meridian line. 
The conquering Bull has vanquished the foe, 

I^ed on by a strength divine. 



And where / look Canopus glows, 

In Argo's rudder set. 
Recalling all the British Fleet 

As England's carcanet. 



Eastward the great possession stands 

In Cancer's mighty grasp, 
Watched by the Twins, till times fulfilled 

Restore the promised clasp. 
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Fast locked in superstition's chains 

The people fear to look: 
** Our Lord," they say, " will do us hann ; 

This sign no eye can brook," 



Oh ! trust the Love that gave the life, 

RedeemM ones look up; 
£*en this bright messenger of His 

Is pointing to the Cup: 

And evil Hydra's writhing form 
Sinks, fading 'neath the glow, 

All but the hearty and even that 
Paled like a dying foe. 



The while ye gaze with loving awe 
Think that He will return; 

Ye know not when, it may be soon ; 
Do not your spirits bum 

* Alpha Hy^ra, also called Cor Hydra, 
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To greet that dawn ineffable, 

That day of bliss unknown, 
When He shall flash from out the East 

To claim you as His own ! 



Madeira, Oct,^ 1882. 
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HAT wave is bearing me onward 
To a land that I do not know? 
And why do my thoughts press forward 
With continuous underflow? 



Can this be the loving index 
Of One whe is steering our fate 

'Mid the secret shoals of the future, 
Uprooting us thus so late? 



How came we to form the project? 

And how did the thought arise 
That in rapid crystallization 

Took everyone by surprise? 
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I cannot recall the beginning, 
The links in the mental chain, 

The notes of a chord unfolding 
This new and harmonious strain • 



But I feel as in days long vanished, 
AVhen the beck of the Army's wand 

Sent forth the resounding fiat, — 

Under orders to march at command. 



And 'my flowery home in the ocean. 
The work of my Darling's hands, 

Will revert to the care of its owners, 
Abandoned for distant lands. 



Who will watch for my favourite roses? 

Who bind all the branches that stray? 
Who remove all decay that might tarnish 

The glory of blooming display? 
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Mctneato of yean of coohnement. 

In a brig^ little alien Isle, 
Ever borne with die cheer of contentment, 

A warm loving heart to beguile; 



Tho* down in the depths lay the longing 
Broad acres to own, in some clime. 

Where Britain is ruling in justice 
O'er the vales of a beauty sublime. 



So now that the exile no longer 
Gives ease to the one he loves best. 

And suffering longs for cessation, 
The wish has burst forth from hisjfbreast 



And the echo so clearly was ringing 
That joyful accord won the day, 

So both are with pleasure preparing 
Ere long to be up and away. 
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For the silver cords that might bind them 

In friendship's heartiest grasp, 
As the years flow on, grow golden 

In the light of a heavenly clasp. 



And when the Last Orders are issued, 
Oh ! shall we not gladly go 

To the land endeared by the presence 
Of Him whom we savingly know? 



Or e'en if He should not tarry 
Till our wandering days be o'er, 

What matters it where He doth find us 
So long as He bids us soar 1 
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H 1 the delight 
After stormy night, 
In a flowery sphere, at the break of day, 
To plunge one's nose 
In an Adam rose 
When sunshine is kissing the tears away ! 



To drink one's fill 

Of each musical trill 
As I he birds to their bursting joy give vent, 

And watch the wave-swell 

As if under a spell. 
Constrained to reflect the blue firmament. 
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Rounding the cliff 

Glides each emulous skiff, 
The snowy sails taut with the breeze in the Bay, 

As they race to the City 

'Mid gibing and ditty, 
Intent all their treasures of fruit to display. 



An expectant gaze 

Is piercing the haze. 
Where Desertas lie blinking in vaporous dews; 

And thought homeward flies 

As rapt vision descries 
The swift winged messenger bearing the news. 
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^ME. 'Si^ of the twecEe 
'^^^ Xicm&Ces low in tbe tDnees^ 
The Corafs long sliadov sweeps over tSie gnss ; 
Tbe mountuiis drop shade 
In csudtk intiicate g^ade 
As they toirer aloft in a magnified mass. 



The Palm stands oat bold 

'Gainst a backgroimd of gold. 
Shading off into silver and aqua-marine. 

Till in maidenly shame 

Comes the Jewell of flame. 
And a rose coloured veil o'er all objects is seen. 
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The ripples below 

Are reflecting that glow 
With the tint of the ruby ; and now it must climb 

Up the easterly cape 

Till it reaches the nape 
Of old Ruivo, the knell of the last colour-chime. 



Then cloudland takes up 

The beauty-charged cup 
With courts and deep alcoves in glittering fret; 

To entranced eyes, beholding, 

So slowly unfolding 
The vague possibilities chaining us yet. 



Ice caverns appear 

In mysterious rear; 
We follow their lead as they pass and reclose, 

And the fairy-like scene 

Is despoiled of its sheen 
As the purple and grey tone it down to repose. 
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Fast sinking to rest 
In the glimmering west 
The dying smile brightens the planet's fair glance, 
And the stars one by one, 
In God's universe spun, 
Waft their tale from the depths of His governance. 



But a lustrous orb 

Our thoughts absorb; 
See, rising in glory, our lamp of the night : 

So near, we can trace 

In its white marred face 
The proof of its sufifering, beaming in light. 



On ocean's cool mirror 

The quivering pillar 
Of silvery streaks, now uniting in one. 

In invisible tie 

Is pursuing each eye 
Tho' it seems every other but ours to shun. 
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We watch the boats glide 

O'er the billowy tide, 
And shoot from the darkness straight into the light : 

One moment they seem 

In the flash of the gleam, 
The next wrapt in dark ; yet 'tis theirs all the night. 



How many an eye 

Fails the truth to descry, 
And looking on self says: "The light is on me ; 

Whereas on our fellow 

A radiance more mellow 
iMay crown him with glory, — if we could but see ! 
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/Iwf ^^^N*^s there are, when all is well, 

That the yearning soul with a sigh 
would fain 

Cast down its burden, and gladly escape 

From the pressing weight of a nameless pain. 

Tis then that music opens her aims. 
Taking the thought in a minor key. 

Ringing the changes thro' brighter tones 
As the spirit rises more purely free, 

Onward and upward, till like the cloud, 
. Rising to greet the ascending sun. 
It loses itself in transforming beams 
While a crystal atmosphere is spun. 
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Yet it is part of the clearness now: 

The vapour that marred is dissolved in light; 

For had it not been, that transparent glow 
Would reveal the scant brilliance of chrysolite, — 

And the music had never been half so bright 
Without the sad prelude of darkening night. 
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TATUESQUE, in icv beauty, 

Ye have broken from control, 
Slipt the rigid clasping fetters 
Of the withering Arctic Pole ; 



And with giant stride advancing 
Towards new beauties of the sun, 

Gleaming tints are fast enwreathing 
All your outlines as ye run. 



Now, in solitary grandeur 

Throwing up proud head on high, 
Chilling by your freezing presence 

All who dare to venture nigh; 
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Now, in closely-linked betrothal 
Dancing o*er the sunlit wave, 

As if youth's first fairy vision 
Everlasting radiance gave; 



Now, coquetting with fair ocean, 
Widening rifts between the two, 

Rushing back with heaving kisses 
Simulating union new; 



Now, in sympathy uniting 
With fell workers to destroy, 

With remorseless grasp of greeting 
Murderous powers ye employ. 



For while none can gaze on features 
So resplendent, and not feel 

Growing admiration's wonder 
O'er the mind entranced steal ; 
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None at nightfall view your presence 
But with qualms of watchful dread. 

Knowing well the silent peril 
Of your softly-gliding tread. 



Nemesis shall dog your footsteps: 
Just when yearning arms are spread 

To encircle beauty's brilliance 
Ye shall totter on your bed. 

One by one the melting moments 
Shall dissolve your transient charms, 

Till in warmest wave-pulsation 
Ye shall die in clasping arms. 



THE END. 
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